1# 


3 


'4^ 


LI  E)  RARY 

OF  THL 

U  N  I  VLR5ITY 

or    ILLINOIS 

V.3 


Digitized  by  tine  Internet  Arcinive 

in  2010  witii  funding  from 

University  of  Illinois  Urbana-Champaign 


http://www.archive.org/details/talesofmylandlor03fear 


TALES  OF  MY  LANDLORD, 

KTfto  levies, 


CONTAINING 


PONTEFRACT  CASTLE. 


Between  the  Calder  and  the  Aire 
Shall  be  '•  great  vrarfare." 

Dame  Shipton's  Prophecies. 


IN  THREE  VOLUMES. 
VOL.  IIL 


LONDON : 
PRINTED  FOR  WILLLAM  FEARMAN,  NEW  BOND  STREET. 

1820. 


LONDON  J 
PRINTED   BY  J.  OIILET,  CROWN  COURT,  PLEET  STRBBT- 


3 


PONTEFRACT  CASTLE. 


CHAPTER  I. 


Our  chimnies  were  blown  down,  and,  as  they  say, 
Lamentings  heard  in  the   air;    strange  screams  of 

death. 
Aunts  prophecy ing  with  accents  terrible 
Of  dire  combustion  and  confused  events. 
New  hatched  to  the  woeful  time. 

Macbeth. 

Then  cobblers  shall  leave  their  last. 
In  sermons  up  their  gibberish  cast, 
Until  they  bring  things,  in  conclusion. 
To  full  disorder  and  confusion. 

John  Binnes's  Prophecies. 

NOTHING  particularly  worth  men- 
tioning occurred  at  the  castle  for  some 
days  after  the  departure  of  Morrice  ;  but 
its  inmates  learnt  that  the  people  of  the 
town,  from  a  communication  with  which 

VOL.   III.  B 


Z  PONTEFRACT    CASTLE. 

they  were  aiaiost  precluded,  were  in  a  state 
of  high  fermentation,  and  that  the  levelling 
doctrines  were  then  preached  with  greater 
audacity  than  ever.  In  fact,  they  were 
given  to  understand,  that  an  extraordi- 
nary mania  against  kings  and  laws  had 
seized  upon  the  minds  of  people  all  over 
the  county  ;  and  although  it  might  in  some 
degree  be  easy  to  account  for  the  enthu- 
siasm of  the  people,  by  the  perpetual  and 
intemperate  effusions  of  the  pulpit,  and 
the  incessant  juggles,  visions,  and  psalm- 
singing  of  the  hypocrites,  who  set  every 
thing  in  motion,  it  was  evident  that  some 
great  crisis  was  at  hand. 

The  head  of  the  kings  statue,  which 
stood  in  the  market-place,  was  one  night 
taken  away ;  at  another,  all  the  royal 
arms  throughout  tlie  city  were  defaced 
and  maimed.  As  the  beginning  of  the 
year  1649  set  in,  these  symptoms  of  fana- 
ticism increased  in  virulence.  The  inhabi- 
tants of  the  castle,  as  w^ell  as  the  town,  were 
infected  with  the  contagion  expecting  the 


PONTEFRACT    CASTLE.  d 

immediate  coming  of  the  last  day.  It  was 
about  this  time  that  Ebenezer  Turnbull 
received  the  followino;  letter  from  his 
ghostly  comforter,  Hezekiah,  with  a  copy 
of  the  anti-monarchical  prophecies,  of  the 
Sybil  of  Knaresborough  : — 

''  TO    EBENEZEll   TURNBULL, 

Purveyor  of  Meats  and  Drinks  to  the 
Carnal  Man  at  Pontefract  Cattle,  and 
of  White  Broths  and  Custards  to  the 
Sqints : 

*'  Brother  in  the  mercies  of  Jesusness, 
and  Fellow-Citizen  of  the  New  Jeru* 
salem,  yclepped  Pontefract,  by  the  Pro- 
fane. 

*'  I  being  ordained  of  man,  and  called 

of  the  spirit,   not   only   to   instruct  and 

teach  the  simple-minded,  but  publicly  also 

to  make  known  to  those  that  are  studious 

the   way  by   which   they  may  come   to 

know   the    true    nature  and  use  of  the 

creature,  and  their  own  duty  towards  the 
b2 
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creator  of  the  same;  and  because  ex- 
amples prevail  much  in  all  discipline,  I 
have  set  before  thee  mine  owne,  which  is 
chiefly  to  indoctrinate  thee  in  thy  serious 
contemplations^  and  by  prayer  to  march 
into  the  empyrian  paradise,  where  the 
trees  produce  fat  capons,  and  the  rivers 
flow  with  curds  and  whey,  and  where 
there  is  the  affluence  treasury  of  all  divine 
diplomacy,  by  which  thou  mayest  be 
guided  in  thy  whole  Christian  warfare, 
rightly  to  march  and  orderly  to  fight  a 
war  against  all  thy  spiritual  enemyes : — 
and  that  thou  mightest  the  better  get  up 
into  that  blessed  cock-loft,  I  have  sent 
thee  the  ladder  of  my  doctrines,  by  means 
of  which,  as  Moses  from  the  top  of  Pis- 
gah  discovered  the  land  of  Canaan,  and 
the  beauty  and  goodness  of  the  same  ;  so, 
in  like  manner,  from  thence,  if  thou 
crawlest  but  to  the  top  of  it,  thou  shalt 
see  into  the  seas  and  gulphs  of  episcopal 
deformity,  and  prelatical  wickedness  ;  and 
shall,  with  as  great  facility,  discern  those 
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Leviathans  which  devour  the  soules, 
bodyes,  and  goods,  of  all  those  that,  by 
the  tempest  of  the  world,  are  driven  into 
their  oceans,  as  thou  mayest  see  trouts 
playing  in  the  river  C alder,  standynge  on 
the  banks  of  the  same.  Insomuch,  but  I 
doubt  not  but  it  will  be  a  great  helpe  to 
stirre  up  in  thee  a  Christian  hatred,  not 
only  of  the  great  beast  that  cometh  out  of 
the  sea,  and  all  the  abominations  and 
monstrouse  impietyes  that  come  ratyfied 
under  the  Papish  seal  of  a  fisherman; 
but  also  a  pious  zeal  against  all  the 
damnable  bartering^s  of  those  fish- 
mongers  that  have  bought  and  sold  the 
Lord's  best  fishes  these  many  generations, 
like  red-herrings,  sprats,  and  poor  John's, 
making  them  the  mundungus  and  gar- 
bage both  of  sea  and  land.  And  as  it 
will  breed  in  thee  a  holy  indignation 
against  all  such  wicked  cruelties,  so  like- 
wise I  doubt  not  but  it  will  move  thee  with 
a  concatenated  unanimity  to  join  with  all 
those  who  wish  the  peace  of  Hierusalera, 
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and  the  desolation  of  Babylon. — Praying 
from  plague,  pestilence,  and  famine— from 
bishop>s,  priests,  and  deacons,  good  Lord 
deliver  us. — I  salute  thee. 

"  Hezekiah  Fight-the-Good-Fight- 

PUREFOY." 

A  short  time  after  this  and  in  the  midst 
of  an  increased  effervescency  of  men's 
minds,  a  scene  occurred  in  Pontefract, 
which  never  could  have  been  exhibited  at 
any  other  period,  excepting  the  Crusades  : 
to  which,  in  the  exciting  cause,  and  the 
madness  which  followed,  it  bore  no  trivial 
resemblance.  The  actor  in  this  scene  was 
Hezekiah  Fight-the-Good-Fight.  For  a 
long  time  back  he  had  been  dreaming 
dreams,  and  seeing  visions,  and  clothing 
himself  after  the  fashion  of  John  the  Bap- 
tist :  with  a  leathern  girdle  asserting  that 
he  was  the  voice  crying  from  the  wilder- 
ness, and  baptizing  a  troop  of  enthusiast- 
ical  ragamuffins,  who  were  as  mad  and 
naked  as  himself.     A  new  chimera  then 
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seized  upon  his  fertile  brain,  and^  by 
dint  of  distorting  Scripture  texts,  he 
fully  convinced  himself  that  he  was  one 
of  the  witnesses  in  the  Revelations,  who 
was  to  preach  against  the  beast  that  '^  is 
and  is  not,"  which  he  interpreted  to  be 
monarchy,  and  the  w  oman  in  the  scarlet 
mantle,  which  he  explained  to  be  po- 
pery. 

With  this  view  he  clothed  himself  In 
sackcloth,  and  standing  in  the  market- 
place, offered  to  prove  his  ministrations 
by  pleaching  for  three  days  and  a  half 
without  ceasing.  At  last.  Nature  lier- 
self  opposed  resistance  to  this  mania ;  for 
in  the  first  place  he  could  not  command 
the  rain,  and  in  the  second,  it  was  very 
difficult  to  cause  fire  to  come  out  of  his 
mouth,  though  the  thing  had  been  prac- 
tised by  Spartacus,  an  old  reformer,  by 
means  of  a  walnut-shell.  Besides,  there 
was  one  conclusive  impediment  :  it  was 
utterly  impossible  to  find  any  one  half  so 
mad  as  himself.     The    Gemini  of  pro- 
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phecy  was  thus  incomplete :  the  other 
witness  was  not  forth-coming,  and  this 
broke  the  spell. 

At  last  ascending  step  by  step,  his  fa- 
naticism rose  to  its  climax.  He  believed 
and  asserted  himself  to  be  Jesus  Christ, 
and  stood  at  the  comers  of  the  streets  in 
Pontefract,  bidding  the  sick  "  take  up 
their  beds  and  walk."  Under  the  same 
impression  he  refused  to  eat  any  thing 
but  butter  and  honey  and  grasshoppers, 
which  he  called  locusts  :  and  persuaded  a 
baker  not  to  produce  his  batch  one  day, 
as  he  could  turn  five  loaves  into  a 
thousand.  This  passed  on  for  some  time  : 
at  last,  one  morning  about  five  o'clock,  the 
people  of  Pontefract  being  alarmed  by  a 
great  noise  in  the  street,  rushed  to  their 
doors  and  windows.  A  tremendous  bray- 
ing of  a  French  horn  was  heard,  and  a 
poor  man  in  the  neighbourhood,  famous 
for  his  Stentorian  lungs,  was  proclaiming 
that  the  last  day  was  come.  A  few  se- 
conds after,  a  procession  was  seen  at  a 


PONTEFRACT   CASTLE.  9 

distance,  and  in  the  midst  of  ragged 
boys  and  fanatical  maniacs,  uncombed 
and  unwashed,  some  bearing  boughs, 
and  others  crying — '^  Hosannah,  to  the 
Son  of  David  !"  they  beheld  their  old  ac- 
quaintance Hezekiah  Fight-the-good- 
Fight,  riding  upon  an  ass  ;  for,  although 
there  were  no  asses,  as  Hume  says,  to  be 
found  at  Bristol,  during  a  similar  exhibi- 
tion, and  the  substitution  of  an  eld  mare 
was  necessan>%  there  was  no  dearth  of  those 
much-calumniated  animals  in  the  pre- 
cincts of  Pontefract  Castle.  This  hallu- 
cination, dreadful  as  it  was,  was  ex- 
tremely common  in  that  day,  and  is  well 
known  to  have  readied  Sir  Harry  Vane 
himself,  although,  excepting  this  and  the 
cases  of  Naylor  and  Venner,  there  were 
few  instances  of  so  mad  an  exhibition  in 
pubhc. 

Whatever   might  be   the   manner    in 

which  these  sacred  dramas  were  received 

in  London  and  elsewhere,  the  people  of 

Pontefract  were  not  quite  so  well  prepared 

b5 
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for  ''  the  sounding  of  the  last  trumpet:" 
and  while  one  of  the  leaders  followers 
was  proclaiming  ''  the  day  of  the  Lord's 
controversy  with  Zion"  from  the  top  of  a 
butcher's  block  in  the  market-place,  a 
mob  of  people  and  boys  set  upon  him  and 
his  acolytes,  pelted  him  with  brick  bats 
and  rotten  eggs,  and  entirely  destroyed 
the  stately  order  of  his  procession  into  the 
New  Jerusalem.  The  attack  took  place 
in  the  rear  of  the  party,  and  Hezekiah 
conceiving  the  uproar  to  be  the  shouts  of 
his  disciples,  was  calling  to  the  Town 
Hall  to  '^  lift  up  its  gates  and  let  the  King 
of  Glory  come  in." 

"Who,"  said  he,  '-'is  the  King  of 
Glory?"  (Hhuh,Hhuh.) 

At  this  moment  he  received  the  con- 
tents of  half  a  dozen  eggs  in  his  mouth, 
which  ran  down  his  tawney  beard  in  a 
mode  much  more  unsightly  than  the  oint- 
ment poured  upon  Aaron  ;  and  he  had 
scarcely  repeated  his  accustomed  formula 
of  "Where  are   we?    Where   are  we? 
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v^Hhuh,  Hhiih,")  when  a  brick  bat  settled 
the  question  by  rolling  him  into  the 
glitter,  causing  himlo  look  like  any  thing 
else  than  him  who  **  cometh  with  dyed 
garments  from  Bozrali." 

At  leno:th  the  tumult  oot  to  such  a 
pitch,  that  the  magistrates  w  ere  called  on 
bv  the  o-entlemen  of  the  Town  to  inter- 
fere.  Hitherto  they  had  been  unwilling 
to  act,  because  they  knew  that  many  of 
these  juggles  were  got  up  by  the  revolu- 
tionary party  ;  but  at  last  they  sent  out 
constables  to  arrest  the  ring-leaders.  These 
men  believing  themselves  invulnerable 
and  protected  from  harm  by  the  shield  of 
Faith,  made  at  first  an  obstinate  defence, 
till  a  few  ^' broken  coxcombs"  convinced 
them  that  faith  was  of  no  avail ;  against 
force  and  some  flying  one  way  and  some 
another,  many  of  them  were  taken .  Amon  g 
the  rest,  the  cause  of  the  combustion  w^as 
collared  by  a  constable,  and  after  a  great 
struggle  secured.  Througharing  of  ragged 
urchins    and  laughing  shop-keeperS;  he 
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advanced  into  the  Justice  Court,  dropping 
with  mud  and  offal,  and  appearing  not  so 
much  as  if  he  had  "  trodden  the  press 
alone,"  as  if  he  had  been  trodden  by  it 
himself.  For  some  time,  on  being  ques- 
tioned, he  persisted  in  answering  nothing ; 
but  findino:  that  the  leadino'  mao-istrate 
did  not  act  the  character  of  Pilate  so 
completely  as  he  expected,  and  that  in- 
stead of  being  beaten  with  rods  he  was 
likely  to  beat  hemp ;  he  found  that  he 
had  been  reckoning  all  along  without  his 
host  in  the  good  town  of  Pontefract. 

The  magistrates  sentenced  him  to  be 
confined  and  kept  to  hard  labour:  and  the 
miserable  dupe  of  fanatical  phrenzy  being 
thus  excluded  from  the  exciting  food 
which  had  caused  his  malady,  became  in 
a  few  days  more  composed  and  rational. 
He  hoped  at  least  to  have  been  well  buf- 
feted andscourged,  if  not  crucified.  It  was 
unfortunate  for  his  enthusiasm,  but  happy 
for  himself  that  no  such  punishment  was 
customary  by  the  English   law ;   and  a 
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week  had  scarcely  elapsed,  when  a  re- 
cantation appeared,  professing  that  he 
had  been  "  duped  by  Satan,  and  fallen 
after  severe  buffetings,  into  his  snare  ;'' 
differing  in  this  from  his  friend,  John 
Naylor,  who,  in  a  similar  recantation, 
still  persists  in  his  being  chosen  by  God 
to  try  and  purify  the  faithful,  and  giving 
strong  hints  that  if  he  was  deceived,  the 
deception  came  from  above.  In  the  case 
of  Hezekiah,  the  fantasy  had  all  the  cha- 
ractcF  and  symptoms  of  bodily  disease. 
Having  reached  its  crisis,  it  gradually 
subsided :  and  the  patient  being  set 
free  again,  resumed  his  ministration,  not 
only  with  less  exaggerated  feelings  of  de- 
votion, but  with  an  avowed  disgust  to  the 
chimeras  which  had  engendered  so  great 
an  error. 

After  this,  little  occurred  for  some  time 
to  break  into  the  uniformity  of  the  garri- 
son duties,  except  the  death  of  Capt.  W. 
Paulden,  who  was  carried  off  by  a  fever  ; 
but  the  attacks  of  the  besiegers  were  still 
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carried  on  with  unremitting  and  unde- 
viating  effort.  The  besieged  had  been 
given  to  understand  that  Cromwell  had 
conferred  on  the  bodv  of  Rainsborousrh  a 
more  than  usually  superb  funeral,  ^^  hich 
was  the  more  talked  of,  as  it  was  one 
symptom  of  the  aristocratical  honours 
which  the  victorious  general  meditated  to 
bestow,  at  some  future  time,  on  his  fa- 
vourites and  friends.  iVccordingly,  they 
resolved,  with  their  usual  audacious  po- 
licy, to  answer  the  bravado  by  bestowing 
a  more  than  ordinarv  maonificent  funeral 
on  Capt.  Paulden  ;  and  this  they  did  with 
the  more  deliberation,  because  it  had 
been  sedulously  given  out  by  the  oppo- 
site party,  that  no  mercy  would  be  shewn 
to  any  of  the  Paulden s  :  nor,  indeed,  to 
any  person  concerned  in  the  death  of 
Rainsborough.  About  this  time,  the  ene- 
my were  in  the  habit  of  throwing  over  the 
walls  printed  lists  of  proscribed  names  ; 
which,  although  many  appeared  with- 
out authority,  and  differed,  and  with  re- 
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gaid  to  the  individuals  therein  indicated, 
created  no  Httle  stir  among  the  partizans 
of  royalty.  Several  papers  that  accompa- 
nied these,  created  a  suspicion  that, 
among  the  besiegers,  there  were  private 
friends  to  the  besieged,  as  they  sometimes 
marked  out  points  of  attack,  and,  at 
others,  urged  them  to  persevere  in  their 
defence.  The  same  papers  also  furnish- 
.^d  intelligence  of  great  successes  gained 
in  Ireland  by  the  Marquis  of  Ormond, 
and  that  the  Prince  of  Wales  was  going 
to  put  himself  at  the  head  of  an  army  in 
Scotland,  for  the  rescue  of  the  cause  of 
monarchy.  The  same  secret  friend  further 
supplied  them  with  a  variety  of  pasqui- 
nades, which  the  compiler  (into  whose 
hands  these  papers  have  fallen,)  rather 
notices,  because  they  demonstrate  that, 
'•'there  is  nothing  new  under  the  sun;' 
and  that  the  political  jeu  d'esprits  and 
squibs  of  the  present  day  are  but  fac- 
similes of  those  w4iich  preceded  them. 
Some  of  the  heads  of  these,  the  same 
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compiler  thinks  worthy  of  preservation, 
because  they  serve 

To  shew 
The  very  age  and  body  of  the  time, 
Its  form  and  pressure. 

One  of  the  paper  missiles  in  question 
was  aimed  at  Sir  John  Digby,  being  a  pe- 
tition to  Parliament  from  Mr.  Carew  Ra- 
leigh, a  son  of  the  great  Sir  Walter,  who 
had  hitherto  been  a  royalist,  but  now  raf- 
fed from  the  sinking  vessel.  The  object 
of  this  petition  vvas  to  be  reinstated  in 
the  manor  of  Swinbourne,  which  had 
been  taken  from  his  father  by  King  James, 
and  given,  as  a  reward  for  his  services, 
to  Sir  John  Digby,  by  the  king. — A  se- 
cond paper  obtruded  thus  singularly  upon 
the  notice  of  the  garrison,  was  a  pasqui- 
nade by  Butler,  entitled  ''  A  Proposal  for 
forming  Liberty  of  Conscience  by  the 
Saints:' 

^'  The  Round  Heads'  Resolution:' 

Then  followed  in  rotation  ; 
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"  Hampton  Court  Conspiracy ;  or. 
Downfall  of  the  Levellers^  who  will  ad- 
mit no  distinction  of  birth,  but  out  of  the 
whole  land  of  the  kino:dom  divide  an 
equal  estate  to  every  man  in  particular." 

"  The  Rider  of  the  White  Horse  and 
his  army — their  late  good  success  in 
Yorkshire  ;  with  a  faithful  relation  of  that 
great  wonderful  victory  at  Bradford,  fore- 
told in  Shipton's  Prophecies." 

'•  Omens  ;  or,  what  befel  at  the  setting 
up  of  the  Royal  Standard  at  Nottingham  : 
with  eleven  other  presages  against  Mo- 
narchy, during  the  present  reign."  Sup- 
posed to  be  by  Lilly." 

'^  Genealogy  of  Parliament'' 

"  A  Caveat  to  the  Round  Heads'' 

"■  A  Brief  Memento  to  the  present  un- 
parliamentary junta.  By  John  Prinne 
Utter  Barrister." 

''  A  Healing  Question.  By  Harry 
Vane,Knt." 

"  A  Cordial  for  the  Good  People  of 
the  Land,     By  Judge  Jenkins," 
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'*  Cases  of  Conscience  ;    consisting  of 
the  following  queries  :• — 
'  1st.  Whether  Cromwell  hath  not  gotten 
a  patent  for  brimstonej  which  makes  his 
nose  so  fiery,  and  tiffanies  so  seldom 
worn  ? 
^'  2d.  Whether  Bradshaw  deserve'^not  the 
place  of  president  in  the  lower  regions  ? 
"  3rd.  Whether  it  was  not  policy  in  Crom- 
well,  in   pardoning   the    prisoners    in 
Newgate,  most  of  them  being  his  own 
friends  ? 
*'  4th.  Whetherwhen  Harry  Martin,  moved 
to  take  down  the  bells  of  the  churches, 
it  were  not  for  the  sake  of  the  ropes, 
they  so  well  became  him. 
^'  5th.  Whether  Cromwell  be  not  a  resolute 
hater  of  images,  since  he  has  defaced 
God's  in  his  own  countenance  ? 
'^  Note.   Cromw  ell's  face  wears  natural 
tiffany,  and  his  skin  may  furnish  a  rusty 
coat  of  mail.     You  would  think  he  had 
been  christened  in  a  lime  pit,  and  tanned 
alive,  but  that  it  always  continues  manav. 
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We  cry  out  against  superstition,  and  yet 
worship  a  piece  of  wainscoat,  and  idolize 
an  unblanched  almond.  His  nose  is  a 
comet  in  grain,  certainly  it  is  no  human 
countenance,  but  the  emblem  of  a  man- 
drake, and  yet  this  basilisk  would  ring  it. 

'^  The  last  will  of  Philip,  Earl  of  Pern- 
broker 

'^  Imprimis  for  my  soul.  By  the  way.  I 
have  heard  much  of  souls  ;  but  what  they 
are,  or  whom  they  are  for,  God  knows — I 
know  not.  While  the  king  stood,  1  was  of 
his  religion.  Then  came  the  Scots  and 
made  me  apresbyterian,  and  since  Crom- 
well entered  I  have  been  an  independent. 

^'  Item.  I  give  nothing  to  my  Lord  Say, 
which  legacy  I  give  him,  because  I  know 
he  will  bestow  it  on  the  poor. 

''Item.  Because  I  threatened  Sir  Henry 
Mildmay,  but  did  not  beat  him,  I  give 
^50  to  the  footman  that  cudgelled  him  in 
my  behalf. 

''Item.  As  I  restore  other  men's  words, 
I  give  Lieutenant  General  Cromwell  one 
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word  of  mine,  because  hitherto  he  never 
kept  up  kis  oivn. 

''Item.  I  give  advice  to  all  rich  citizens 
of  London  or  elsewhere,  to  look  to  their 
throats  ;  for  by  order  of  the  state  the  gar- 
rison at  Whitehall  have  all  got  poinards, 
and  instead  of  new  lights  have  brought 
6/ar^  lanterns. 

''Item.     I  give — up  the  ghost. 

"Prophecies  of  Mother  Shiptan  the 
Yorkshire  Sybil  of  Knaresborough,  im- 
parted in  the  cave  of  the  dropping  well,  to 
the  prior  of  Beverley  in  the  reign  of  Harry 
the  Eighth ;  with  notes  by  William  Lilly, 
Professor  of  Astrology  to  the  Honorable 
the  House  of  Commons. 

Between  Calder  and  Aire,* 
Shall  be  great  warfare, 
When  all  the  world  is  aloft, 
It  shall  be  called  Christ's  Croft. 

^' When  the  battle  of  warfare  beo:ins,  it 


The  vicinity  of  Pontefract. 
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shall  be  where  crooked  back  Richard 
made  his  fray." 

Note,  by  Lilly.  **  Leicester,  where 
Richard  was  slain,  and  where  Colonel 
Haselrig  was  one  of  the  first  in  arms.  Or 
Nottingham,  whence  Richard  began  his 
march,  and  where  the  royal  standard  was 
raised  by  Charles  Stuart,  in  the  midst  of 
an  ill-omened  storm." 

'^  The  time  shall  come,  when  England 
shall  dread  and  quake  for  fear  of  a  dead 
man.  Then  will  the  dragon  give  the  bull 
a  great  snap,  and  when  this  battle  is  done 
they  will  all  go  to  London  town. 

''  There  will  be  a  great  battle,  between 
Scotland  and  England,  and  then  they 
will  be  pacified  for  a  time;  and  whea 
they  come  to  Braman  Moor,*  they  fight, 
and  are  again  pacified  for  a  time." 

*  On  the  south  east  edge  of  this  Moor  are  tfie 
ruins  of  a  rojal  palace  of  Northumbrian  king5?,  and 
on  the  south  west,  conspicuous  remains  of  a  Ronian 
road.  Lilly  was  ignorant  of  the  place,  and  to  suit 
his  purpose,  placed  it  on  the  river  Brarnish,  in  Nort}i- 
umberland.— P.  P. 
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'^  Then  there  will  be  a  great  battle  be-- 
tvveen  England  and  Scotland,  at  Knares- 
more  (Knaresbro'),  and  then  they  will  be 
pacified  for  a  time." 

*'  Then  there  will  be  a  great  battle  l>e- 
tween  England  and  Scotland  at  Stock- 
ton Moor.  Then  will  a  raven  sit  on 
the  cross,  and  drink  as  moieh  blood  of 
nobles  as  of  commoners.  Then  woe  is 
me,  for  London-  shall  be  destroyed  for 
ever  after.'' 

Note,  by  Lilly.  ''  Stanemore,  in  Rich- 
mondshire.  In  Shipton's  days,  there  was 
here  a  ta^l  stone  crass,  which  hath  been 
hy  degrees  siivking  into  the  ground,  and 
is  now  sunk  so^  low,  that  a  raven  may  sit 
♦m  the  top  of  it,  and  reach  her  bill  to  the 
ground." 

"  There  shall  be  three  knigfits  in  the 
Peter's  Gate,  York,  and  the  one  shall  not 
know  of  the  other.  There  shall  be  a  child 
born  in  Pontefract,  with  three  thumbs. 
And  these  three  knights  shall  give  their 
horses  to  the  child  to  hold,  while  thev  win 
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England  again  :  and  all  noble  blood  shall 
be  gone  but  one,  and  they  shall  carry  him 
to  Hutton's  Castle,  six  miles  from  York, 
and  he  shall  die  there,  and  they  shall 
chuse  their  Earl  in  the  field,  and  hang  their 
horses  on  a  thorn,  and  rue  the  hour  that 
ever  they  were  born,  to  see  so  much  blood. 

Notey  by  Lilly.  ''  There  is  now  a  child 
with  three  thumbs  in  Pontefract." 

''  Then  they  will  come  toYork  to  be- 
siege it ;  and  they  shall  keep  them  out 
for  three  days,  and  three  nights,  and  a 
penny  loaf  shall  be  within  the  bar,  at  one 
penny,  and  they  will  threaten  if  they  will 
not  yield,  to  blow  up  the  town  worksr. 
Then  they  will  let  them  in,  and  they 
IV ill  hang  up  the  governor  and  aldermen. 
There  will  be  nine  knis^hts  2:0  into  Christ 
Church,  and  but  one  of  them  come  out 
again  ;  and  he  will  cause  proclamation  to 
be  made,  that  any  man  may  take  house, 
tower,  or  barn, for  twenty-one  years  ;  and 
then  will  the  world  end.  Then  there  will 
never  be  waifare  again,  nor  any  more 
kings  and  queens  ;  but  the  kingdoi^i  vshall 
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be  governed  by  three  lords,*  and  York 
shall  be  London. 

Note,  by  Lilly.  '^\11  old  prophecies  agree 
in  predicting  the  destruction  of  mo- 
narchy." 

^'  After  that  shall  be  a  white  harvest  of 
corn  gotten  in  by  women,  and  it  shall  be 
in  that  time,  that  one  woman  shall  say  to 
another,  ^  Mother,  I  have  seen  a  man  :'  and 
for  one  man,  there  shall  be  a  thousand 
women.  Then  shall  be  one  sitting  on  Saint 
James's  Church  stone,  weeping  his  ill!. 
After  that,  a  ship  shall  sail  up  the  Thames, 
till  it  come  as  far  as  London :  and  the  mas- 
ter of  the  ship  shall  weep  ;  and  the  mariners 
shall  ask  him  w  hy  he  weeps ;  seeing  he  has 
had  so  good  a  voyage.  He  shall  reply, '  Oh  I 
what  a  goodly  city  this  was  :  none  in  the 
w  orld  was  comparable  to  it,  and  now,  now 
there  is  scarcely  one  stone  left.'  " 

Unhappy  they,  who  live  to  see  those  days, 
But  happy  are  the  dead,  Shipton's  wife  says. 
•  —  I 

*  The  parliamentary  fanatics  attempted  to  realize 
this  prophecy  on  the  king's  death  ;  resting  his  func- 
tions in  three  lords  commissioners.— P.P. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

So,  weaken'd  by  the  force 
Of  some  tremendous  engine,  which  the  hand 
Of  Mars  impels,  a  citadel,  high-toAver*d, 
Whence  darts,  and  fire,  and  ruins,  long  have  aw'd 
Begirding  legions,  yields  at  last,  and  spreads 
Its  disuniting  ramparts  on  the  ground  ; 
Joy  fills  th'  assailants,  and  the  battle's  tide 
Whelms  o'er  the  wid'ning  breach. 

Glover's  Leonulas. 

Is  the  meanwhile  Pontefract  Castle 
was  attacked  with  iinrespited  vigour  by 
the  assailants,  and  defended  with  un- 
daunted obstinacy  by  the  besieged.  Both 
parties  knew  that  it  was  the  last  strong- 
hold  of  royalty  that  was  assaulted  and 
defended  ;  it  was  the  last  stake  of  the 
protracted  game,  and  proportionate  skill 
and  daring  were  displayed  to  win  it  or 
retain  it.  Cromwell,  who,  to  the  asto- 
nishment of  the  besieged,  had   escaped 

VOL.  III.  C 
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from  his  cell,  at  the  bottom  of  the  keep, 
without  leaving  any  trace  of  his  flight, 
now  re-assumed  the  command.  Every 
thing  was  to  be  feared  from  his  ability, 
whetted  as  it  was  by  revenge^  and  goaded 
by  indignation  at  the  apparently  pmiy  ob- 
stacle which  dared  to  interpose  in  his 
career.  On  the  other  hand,  the  garrison, 
actuated  by  the  brave  vice-governor,  and 
stimulated  by  the  full  conviction  that  they 
had  nothing  to  expect  from  the  mercy  of 
the  enemy,  struggled  on  in  their  resist- 
ance, with  the  determination  of  despair. 
Morrice,  it  was  true,  was  not  with  them, 
but  he  left  his  spirit  behind  him,  and  his> 
great  example  animated  every  movement 
of  the  besieged.  Sir  John  Digby  acted 
strictly  on  the  basis  of  that  plan  of  opera- 
tions and  defence  which  his  absent  friend 
had  laid  down  ere  his  departure.  There 
were  moments^  indeed^  in  which  the  little 
garrison  of  Pontefract  felt  considerable 
depression  at  the  dangers  to  which  their 
l>eloved    governor,   and    his    companion 
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Beaumont,  were  exposed.  They  some- 
times were  induced  to  fear  that  he  had 
fallen,  in  his  great  attempt — at  others, 
that  he  had  been  made  a  prisoner,  and 
was  now  a  captive  of  the  enemy  ;  but,  as 
they  received  no  such  account  from  those 
whose  malice  they  well  knew  would  have 
been  over-prompt  in  furnishing  the  in- 
formation, they  still  encouraged  hope. 
And,  besides,  there  was  that  buoyant  su- 
periority about  the  spirit  of  Morrice,  and 
his  own  confidence  in  the  plans  which  he 
designed,  produced  such  corresponding 
confidence  in  those  who  adopted  them, 
that  it  was  no  wonder  if  the  garrison  was 
inspired  with  a  belief  that  nothing  which 
liis  genius  undertook,  and  to  which  he 
heartily  applied  himself,  could  fail  of  a 
successful  issue.  It  was,  therefore,  re- 
solved to  wait  with  patience  the  period 
of  his  return  ;  and,  in  the  meanwhile, 
thouprh  there  was  little  hope  for  the  cause 
of  monarchy,  and  still  less  for  their  own, 
they  resolved  to  persist  in  their  desperate 
c  2 
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defence  ;  to  perish  under  the  smoking 
ruins  ofthe  castle,  and  die,  as  William  of 
Orange  once  proposed,  in  the  last  ditch 
of  their  country,  in  preference  to  a  com- 
promise v/ith  that  country's  indefatigable 
enemies.  Ther  exploits  which  were  per- 
formed on  both  sides  are  worthy  of  a 
iHore  competent  pen  than  mine  to  clotlie 
them  with  celebrity.  Pontefract  was,  at 
that  time,  the  Ilion  of  England.  The 
castle  contained  the  last  palladium  of  the 
social  fabric.  The  warring  deities  of  light 
and  darkness,  of  order  and  confusion,  of 
law  and  lawlessness,  were  arranged 
against  each  other  :  and  if  the  history  of 
that  period,  if  some  succeeding  Homer 
have  not  adorned  their  actions  with  those 
immortal  laurels  they  deserve,  it  is  not 
owiRo^  to  any  deficiency  of  magnitude  so 
much  as  to  the  eclipse  which  they  sus- 
tained from  the  transit  of  more  extra- 
ordhiary  si2;ns  over  the  political  zodiac. 
in  that  time  it  was  not  usual,  as  well 
(HI    account    of   tlie   imperfect    manner 
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M'ith  which  the  artillery  were  served,  as 
from  the  awkwardness  of  its  construction, 
to  witness  that  perpetual  roar  and  devas- 
tating fury  of  cannonade  which  have 
raised  the  science  of  destruction  to  its 
acme  in  modern  times  ;  but  on  this  oc- 
casion the  genius  of  desolation  appeared 
to  have  ante-dated  the  period  of  its  re- 
finement. The  discharo'e  of  cannon  and 
musquetry  was  unremitting  on  both  sides, 
and  the  adjacent  county  was  disturbed 
with  the  terrible  echoes  of  one  unbroken 
roar.  3Iany  of  the  superbest  buildings  of 
Pontefract  were  shaken  down,  the  win- 
dows of  most  of  the  houses  broken,  and 
the  affrighted  inhabitants  were  fre- 
quently awakened  before  day  had  scarcely 
appeared  by  the  tremendous  crush  of  their 
falling  habitations.  The  beautiful  gothic 
church  of  Allhallows,  after  the  walls  had 
been  dislocated  by  repea.ted  shocks, 
caught  fire,  and  that  superb  church,  built 
in  the  form  of  a  cross  crowned  with  a 
lantern,  enriched  with  the  most  exquisite 
sculpture,  was  nearly  burnt  to  the  ground. 
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The  east  and  west  windows  of  this  fabric 
are  to  this  day  samples  of  what  the  ge- 
nius of  gothic  architecture  can  effect,  and 
the  remaining  ruins,  present  a  magnifi- 
cent memento  of  the  oreat  struoirle  which 
prostrated  at  once  the  church  and  the 
hierarchy,  at  whose  nod  it  was  erected. 
But  still  the  impression  on  the  gigantic 
walls  of  the  castle  appeared  no  more  than 
w^hat  might  be  effected  on  the  face  of  a 
scarped  rock.  Indeed  the  walls  in  many 
parts  were  a  mere  continuation  of  the 
rocky  mound  on  which  they  were  built, 
and  as  appears  from  the  ruins  ti  this  day, 
not  less  than  twenty- one  feet  in  thickness  : 
and  the  large  stones  shot,  that  were  then 
generally  employed,  were  dashed  to  splin- 
ters against  their  sides,  as  the  waves 
are  frittered  away  against  some  opposing 
cliff.  The  turrets  above  those  walls,  sur- 
mounted as  they  were  by  the  tremen- 
dously frovvniig  keep,  appeared  to  look 
down  with  the  unshaken  disdain  of  o 
giant  at  the  pigmy  '^  pudder"  beneath.  At 
^ensth,  however,  a  ball  of  unusual  maof- 
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nitude  took  effect  a2:ainst  one  of  the  seven 
towers,  that  were  planted  on  the  sides  ot 
the  baliium  and  surrounded  the  keep :  it 
took  effect  at  the  junction  of  the  rocky 
mound  which  formed  the  under  stratum  of 
the  walls  with  the  colossal  brick- work  of 
the  turret.  A  sensible  vibration  ran  along- 
the  fabric  from  the  base  to  the  parapet, 
and  laro'c  fissures  were  seen  in  different 
places  across  the  smoke  of  the  artillery  likt 
a  tree  that  has  been  rifted  by  a  thunder- 
bolt. Another  shock  redoubled  the  vibra- 
tion and  at  last  a  triangular  mass  of  brick 
work,  of  at  least  eighteen  feet  in  height 
from  the  base,  separated  itself  from  the 
sides  of  the  tower,  and  fell  with  a  terrific- 
violence  to  the  bottom  of  the  moat : 

The  tower  that  long  had  stood 
The  crush  of  thunder  and  the  roaring  winds, 
Now  hangs  in  doubtful  ruins  o'er  its  base. 

The  aperture^  which  yawned  like  the 
mout  of  a  giant's  cave,  displayed  at  one  ♦ 
the  solidity  of  its  girt,  and  the  dark  womb 
of  its  interior,   flashing  ever  and  anon. 


32  POXTEPRACT    CASTLE. 

with  the  hasty  movements  of  the  armed 
men  within.  The  sight  filled  the  repub- 
licans with  joy,  and  they  immediately 
made  preparations  for  mounting  tlie 
breach ;  but  Cromwell  before  they  pro- 
ceeded to  this  extremity,  sent  an  overture 
to  the  besieged  with  his  usual  policy, 
magnifying  the  danger  of  resistance,  his 
own  irresistable  means,  and  threatening, 
if  they  compelled  him  to  take  the  castle 
!>y  assault,  to  devote  every  living  soul 
within  to  the  edge  of  the  sword.  But 
big  words  were  not  calculated  to  depress 
the  courage  of  those  determined  royalists  ; 
they  '^passed  by  them  as  the  idle  vs^ind." 
To  the  summons  of  surrender  now  sent 
by  the  enemy,  they  did  not  reply  in  the 
terms  of  the  Spartan,  '  Come  and  take  it,' 
but  they  intimated  the  same  unconque- 
rable resolution,  by  dismissing  the  Hag  of 
truce,  and  showing  themselves  in  a  de- 
termined body  at  the  newly  created 
breach.  Three  times  the  assault  was 
made  upon  this  vulnerable  point,  and 
three  times  the  assailants  were  repulsed 
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with  the  loss  of  their  best  men,/  although 
the  last  attack  was  conducted  by  Crom- 
\Yell  in  person,  who  was  seen  from  the 
\valls  animatino:  his  men  to  the  charge 
and  exposing  himself  to  the  hottest  fire. 
The  destruction  among  the  republicans 
was  immense,  while  the  besieged  were 
comparatively  secured  from  the  play  of 
the  shot  by  the  enormous  walls,  which 
still  protected  their  flanks ;  at  the  same 
time  that  the  numerous  merlins  and  loop- 
holes, which  permeated  the  solid  masonry, 
gave  them  an  opportunity  of  deliberately 
picking  out  the  bravest  of  the  assailant?^' 
and  enclosing  the  whole  body  within  the 
range  of  a  murderous  cross  fire.  Crom- 
well, though  selfish,  egotistical,  and  cruel, 
was  not  versed  in  that  sweeping  art  of 
w  ar  introduced  by  his  copyist  in  the  pre- 
sent age;  he  was  chary  of  human  life,  he- 
did  not  consider  his  tools  as  musket  food^ 
nor  did  he  like  to  see  them  uselessly  de- 
stroyed :  and  finding  the  last  violent  effort 
unsuccessful,  he  recalled  the  assailants 
c5 
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from  the  breach.     After  this  failure,  his 
next  recourse  was  to  mining  operations, 
in  order  to  blow  up  the  walls  which  had 
been  partially  shaken.   But  as  soon  the  be- 
seiged  were  aware  of  this,  they  gave  him 
no    respite — harassing  the   miners,  and 
retarding  the  approaches,  with  incessant 
sorties.   They  persisted  in  renewing  these 
attacks  at  all  hours  and  seasons,  some- 
times driving  the  out-posts  into  Crom- 
well's camp,  and  carrying  confusion  into 
the  generals  quarters.     At  last  when  they 
discovered  the  progress  of  the  miners  to 
be  of  a  more  formidable  character,  they 
bef^;an  to  countermine,  sinking  within  the 
precints  of  the  castie,  and  close  to  the  out- 
ward walls,  not  less  than  one  hundred 
and  twenty  pits,  from  whence  the  ope- 
i-ations  of  the  miners  diverged.     These 
mines,  extended  with  unremitting  indus-^ 
try  beyond  the  walls,  sometimes  brought 
the  miners  into  sudden  conta,ct  with  the 
enemy  ;  gometimes  they  heard  them  work- 
ing with  their  tools  beneath  the  galierie* 
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which  themselves  occupied  ;  and  breaking: 
through  the  eartii  with  desperate  resolu- 
tion, fell  in  upon  the  avStonished  eiieniy 
with  swords  and  pistols.  The  lieutenant 
general  now  became  heartily  tired  of 
losing  that  time  which  he  could  ill  spare 
from  intrigues,  as  well  as  risking  that  re- 
putation he  had  acquired,  in  fruitless  ef- 
forts against  the  impregnable  fortress  of 
Pontefract.  Impatient  letters  now  re- 
quired his  presence  elsewhere :  and  he 
was  sullenly  brooding  in  his  tent  on  the 
means  by  which  he  might  withdraw  him- 
self from  the  affair  with  honor,  and  of 
flying  from  this  English  Acre,  which  had 
bafHed  the  skill  of  the  greatest  general  of 
his  age,  w^hen  he  was  aroused  by  an  of- 
ficer who  came  to  inform  him,  he  had 
just  beaten  in  a  furious  sortie  of  the 
enemy,  and  had  taken  Captain  Carteret 
prisoner,  ''  He  demands  to  see  you,  ge- 
neral— what  is  your  decision  respecting 
him?" 

**  The  lord  defend  me !''  said  Cromwell, 
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turning  up  his  eyes,  ''  from  the  men  of 
Moab  thi.s  day  !  As  I  live,  I  will  parly  with 
none  of  them,  but  root  them  out  even  as 
Joshua  did  by  the  five  kings  in  the  valley 
of  Heshbon,  Off  with  his  head,  and  wdien 
the  lose!  is  shorter  by  the  shoulders, 
fasten  tliis  paper  to  the  locks,  and  throw 
tlie  offal  of  Idumea  over  the  wall  ; 
tlien  shall  the  transgressors  learn  the 
mighty  things  whieh  the  lord  intendeth 
for  their  destruction." 

This  was  the  last  order  the  lieutenant 
general  gave  before  the  w^alls  of  Pontc- 
fract ;  and  callino^  Lambert  to  him  he  pri- 
vately consigned  the  command  to  his 
hands.  Not  out  of  any  generosity  to  his 
rival,  as  his  friends  took  care  to  propagate, 
but  rather  with  a  view  to  gratify  his  re- 
sentment, hoping  that  the  stubborn  walls 
cf  Pontefract  would  be  the  wreck,  either 
cf  his  reputation,  or  hi&life.  Meanwhile 
llic  besieged  with  horror  discovered  the 
head  of  their  unhappy  companion;  and, 
with  a  regret  comniensuratt  to  tlie  horror, 
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perused  the  paper  appended  to  it.  If  the 
purport  of  it  Avere  true — if  the  contents 
were  no  invention  of  the  general's  craft, 
a  final  ^^  good  night"  might  be  pro- 
nounced to  the  royal  cause.  The  paper 
was  the  copy  of  a  proclamation  signed  by 
the  king  himself,  not  dated  from  the  Isle 
of  Wight,  but  from  the  road  to  London. 
]t  was  counter-signed  by  the  detestable 
banditti  in  whose  hands  he  was,  and  ex- 
pressly commanded  all  his  loving  sub- 
jects on  sight  thereof,  to  submit  uncon- 
ditionally to  the  Parliament,  and  to  de- 
liver over  to  the  chiefs  of  the  Parliament- 
ary army,  all  the  mansions,  strong  holds, 
and  fortresses,  which,  till  then.,  held  out 
against  them. 

On  a  full  discussion  on  tlie  purport  of 
this  order  by  the  garrison,  they  came  to 
the  resolution  of  disobeying  its  enact- 
ment :  on  the  ground  that  it  was  either  a 
'*  weak  invention  of  the  enemy,"  or  other- 
wise extorted  from  the  unhappy  monarch 
by  force  :  and  therefore  invalid.     But  al- 
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though  they  were  equally  energetic  in  their 
efforts  of  defence,  the>  soon  perceived  that 
a  considerable  slackness  had  crept  into 
the  assaults  of  the  Parliamentarians.  In- 
deed, from  every  indication  it  was  mani- 
fest, that  Lambert  projected  turning  the 
siege  into  a  blockade,  either  from  con- 
viction of  the  little  hope  there  was  to 
force  the  castle,  or  from  a  desire,  not 
unusual  with  him,  to  contrast  his  policy 
with  that  of  his  predecessor.  But,  what- 
ever his  intentions  might  be,  the  go- 
vernor took  measures  to  discourage  any 
hopes  he  might  entei  teihi  of  his  new  plan. 
Finding  there  was  a  temporary  dearth 
in  the  camp  of  the  rebels,  the  garrison 
carried  their  bravado  so  far  as  to  throw 
provisions  over  the  walls  ;  and  this  rash- 
ness was  found  to  be  more  consistent  with 
policy  than  would  at  lirst  sight  appear.  A 
pause  ensued  in  the  operations  on  both 
sides  ;  a  kind  of  implied  truce  took  place, 
and  the  short  breathing-time  for  mutual 
destruction,    gave   occasion    for   parley i* 
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and  overtures  between  the  contending 
parties.  They  were,  indeed,  abortive  ; 
but  they  supplied  leisure  for  rendering 
the  issue  of  the  final  shock  decisive  and 
without  appeal. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

Tempus,  tenipus  adest.  Imo  vero  etiam  adstat : 
adfores,  quum  aurum  et  argentum  vili  pretio  simul 
ac  obryzo  habebuntur.  Non  in  vana  conceptione 
haec  scribo  sed  in  spiritu  video. 

tEren^us  Alchem.  apud  "  Gulden  Age,  or 
Saturn  Restored:'  16-14. 

While  the  fermentation  described  in 
a  foregoing  chapter  was  operating  on 
tiiC  minds  of  men  without  the  castle, 
Ignatius  Carteret  was  straining  every 
nerve  to  acquire  proselytes  to  his  philo- 
sophical opinions  within.  Repeatedly  he 
affirmed  that  the  Utopia  of  Plato  was  on 
the  point  of  being  established  upon  earth, 
and  the  old  prediction  of  the  Magi,  the 
earliest  philosophers,  that  man  should  at 
last  form  one  happy,  united,  equal  family, 
with  one  language  and  one  faith,  on  tlie 
eve  of  accomplishment. 
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"  Man  was  a  perfectable  being,"  he 
said,  "  and  when  once  the  trammels  of 
illegal  authority  were  shaken  from  him, 
and  the  absurd  prejudices  ingrafted  upon 
young  docility  by  interested  institutions 
eradicated,  he  would  proceed  rapidly  in 
his  great  career  towards  perfection^  and 
no  object  would  be  too  high  for  the  aspi- 
rations of  his  genius." 

Many  of  his  opinions,  like  those  of 
succeeding  labourers  in  the  same  vine- 
yard, were  not  his  own.  Most  of  his  po- 
litical notions,  indeed,  were  boriovred 
from  Hobbes,  the  Paine  of  that  day  ;  but 
he  was  a  fanatic  in  philosophy  ;  and  the  pe- 
culiar notions  he  entertained  in  common 
with  the  Platonists,  on  alchemy  and  astro- 
logy, laid  open  the  connecting  medium  by 
which  the  utopianists  are  linked  with  the 
millenarians.  One  of  these  notions  was 
in  agreement  with  the  basis  of  Spartan 
legislation,  that  the  depreciation  of  the 
precious  metals  was  necessary  to  a  com- 
munity of  good  and  a  brotherhood  of  per- 
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feet  equality.  And  paradoxical  as  it  may 
appear,  this  was  the  spur  to  his  unremit- 
ting efforts  to  discover  the  means  of 
creating  gold.  He  now  asserted  that  the 
grand  secret  was  now  on  the  point  of 
being  unveiled  to  the  general  race  of 
man ;  that  every  indication  in  prophecy, 
in  the  stars,  in  the  moral  and  poHtical 
world,  shewed  that  the  great  crisis  was 
approacliing,  when  gold  and  silver  be- 
coming of  no  more  value  than  dust,  the 
passions  that  are  generated  by  them  w  ouki 
ecttee.  The  iue  of  knowledge  would 
then  be  restored  to  man  without  its  ac- 
companying ban  :  the  true  adepts  would 
march  towards  this  object  through  the 
fiery  circle  of  the  forbidding  sword  :  the 
golden  apples  would  be  their  own,  the 
dragon  of  evil  destroyed,  and  the  pre- 
cious elixir,  the  Amreta  of  the  tree  of  life 
would  be  poured  out  for  the  use  of  the 
general  race  of  man.  The  age  of  gold 
he  said,  was  the  first  state  of  man,  and 
it  will  be  his  last.     The  golden  fleece. 
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which  the  first  bark  went  in  search  of, 
was  nothing  but  the  secret  of  that  happy 
age.  It  is  for  our  days  to  see  it  realized, 
when,  in  the  words  of  the  magi  and  raii- 
lenarians,  all  men  shall  be  kings  and 
priests.  That  golden,  long  lost  secret  is 
the  perpetual  equality  of  man. 

''  Produce  me  but  a  pin's  point,''  Sir 
Hugh  one  day  said  to  his  nephew,  "  of 
the  artificial  gold  you  name,  and  I  may 
then  attach  some  faith  to  the  extraordi- 
nary corrollaries  you  append  to  the  dreams 
of  alchemy.  God's  precious  !  a  little  of  it 
would  be  useful  to  us  in  this  Castle  of 
Pontefract. — It  would  help  to  pay  our  sol- 
diers, and  but  off  the  assailants." 

''  You  talk  much  too  lightly  of  a  secret 
so  aweful  and  so  sacred,"  replied  Ignatius, 
•'It  is  not  to  be  approached  with  the 
irreverence  of  man's  scrutiny.  It  is  a 
Shibboleth  to  the  vain  enquirer,  a  fountain 
of  knowledsfe  sealed  from  the  fat  ears  and 
dull  eyes  of  the  common  herd,  and  a  gift 
of  the  spirit  of  life  to  those  whom  he 
elecU.     I  do  not  myself  pretend  to  be  a 
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master  in  the  temple  of  truth.  I  am  but 
an  apprentice  in  Hivam's  work ;  neither 
do  I  pretend  to  the  possession  of  the 
jewel  and  tetragramraaton.  Neverthe- 
less, 1  have  seen  the  medicine  of  life  and 
the  powder  of  projection,  which  possesses 
the  transmuting  property. — I  have  seen 
it,  not  only  in  the  hands  of  Paracelsus, 
whom  you  may  not  choose  to  believe, 
but  of  the  great  Van  Heimont,  who  re- 
peatedly assured  me  that  he  had  created 
gold." 

''  Ridiculous,  nephew  !  Van  Heimont 
is  a  great  man — but  he  is  an  enthusiast ; 
and  after  his  storv  of  creatine^  mice  out 
of  wheat,  I  may  be  allowed  to  doubt  this. 
As  to  the  Rosycrucian  Paracelsus,  I  knew 
him  well,  for  he  wanted  to  make  me  an 
illuminati ;  and  to  my  certain  knowledge 
he  lived  and  died  as  poor  as  a  church  rat, 
notwithstanding  the  imp  that  he  kept  in 
the  pommel  of  his  sword.  Was  it  likely, 
with  such  a  secret,  that  he  should  choose 
to  remain  in  want?" 

[^  I  see  nothing  in  the  objection,"  re- 
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piled  Ignatius,  "^  though  it  is  a  hacknied 
one,  and  deemed  conckisive.  The  secret 
is  a  mystery,  and  not  to  be  measured  by 
worldly  ideas.  The  soul  that  commu- 
nicates with  unembodied  spirits  is  not 
acted  upon  by  the  ordinary  impulses  of 
body.  It  is  an  Epoptic  introduction  to 
the  radiant  throne  of  unchangeable  beauty, 
and  may  well  produce  an  icebriation  of 
joy  careless  of  human  wants.  Besides, 
who  knows  with  what  penances  it  may 
be  purchased?  And  what  the  mulct  and 
condition' imposed  upon  its  possession? 
Great  power  may  be  concealed  by  rags, 
as  in  the  cases  of  witches.  Knowledge 
is  power,  but  knowledge  is  not  wealth  : 
nay,  it  is  likely  that  perfect  knowledge 
may  produce  a  loathing  of  wealth." 

•'  God's  precious  !  You  would  seem  to 
imply  by  your  allusion,  nephew,  that  it 
was  a  devil's  secret.  Why  keep  it  in  dark- 
ness ?  If  it  be  good,  let  the  good  parti- 
cipate in  it." 

*'  You  hit  the   reason   precisely/'  re- 
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joined  the  alchemist,  "  why  we  envelope 
it  in  darkness.  It  is  because  the  com- 
monality of  men  are  not  good,  that  we 
conceal  our  secret  under  types  and  sym- 
bols. Bad  men  are  powerful  enough  al- 
ready. What  would  they  be  if  they  had 
the  command  of  inexhaustible  treasures? 
It  is  clear,  therefore,  that  instruments 
fitted  to  the  w  ork  must  be  sought  out : — 
the  wheat  thrashed  from  the  chaff,  and  the 
profane  excluded  from  the  light  which 
their  darkness  would  pollute. — You  think 
it  strange  that  we  withhold  so  precious  a 
boon  as  the  grand  medicine  and  elixir  of 
life  from  all  but  the  brethren  :  but  in  this 
we  merely  tread  in  the  steps  of  our 
masters,  the  Hermetic  men  of  old,  who 
veiled  their  knowledge  under  hiero- 
glyphics, and  initiated  only  a  select  few 
into  the  mysteries  of  beatitude.  When 
the  time  arrives  that  our  lifth  element 
may  be  safely  manifested,  (and  men's 
minds  are  gradually  preparing  for  the 
great  vision  of  their  destiny,)  then  will  a 
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real  fifth  monarchy  and  millenium  be  pro- 
duced. In  the  mean  time,  as  religious 
dognaas  are  concealed  under  various  pa- 
rables, so  we  conceal  our  secret  under 
various  names.  It  is,  therefore,  indif- 
ferently called  elixir,  sulphur,  mercury, 
arsenic,  magnesia,  dra:^on,  golden  apple, 
tree  of  life,  the  crow,  the  sun,  and  moon. 
These  are  the  hieroglyphical  types  of  the 
mystery  which  have  descended  to  us  from 
Misram,  or  Osiris,  the  grandson  of  Noah, 
who,  you  know,  is  the  Saturn  of  the  golden 
age.  It  Ts  by  this  secret  that  tiie  giants 
before  the  Flood  wrought  the  wonders 
recorded  of  them,  inter-communicating 
with  angels,  and  extending  the  period  of 
life  to  near  a  thousand  years.  Fludd  has 
laid  open  in  what  way  the  seven  metals 
were  connected  with  the  seven  planets, 
and  the  seven  days'  wx»rk  of  the  creation  ; 
for  it  is  absurd  to  imagine  that  gold  or 
any  other  metal  was  immediately  per- 
fect.    There  must  be  a  progressive  stage ; 
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something  that  went  before.  Gold  was 
perfected  on  the  seventh  day.  It  is  thus 
a  symbol  of  the  great  sabbath,  the  day  of 
tlie  sun,  or  Sunday,  and  a  pledge  under 
the  name  of  the  g:olden  a2:e  of  the  o^reat 
millennary  sabbath  of  a  thousand  years. 
Philosophers  call  this  the  final  republic 
of  equality — Christians  the  final  republic 
of  the  sajnts.  Both  decline  human  au- 
thority. There  is  scarcely  a  shade  of 
diifercnce  in  their  hope." 

'^  1  have  seen  and  read  Fludd,"  inter- 
rupted Sir  Hugh,  *^  but  who  can  under- 
stand his  visionary  explanations  ?  They 
are  as  dark  as  the  dreams  of  Jacob  Beh- 
nien.  Buckholdt,theking  of  Munster,  who 
vsowed  the  seed  of  our  present  disturb- 
ances, speaks  plainly  in  comparison.  I 
have  nothing  to  sa}-  now  to  his  generation 
of  spirits  of  light  and  darkness  out  of 
chaos  ;  I  refer  only  to  his  progressive  ge- 
neration of  metals.  And  srrantinsr  thev 
proceed,  as  he  says,  from  an  imperfect  to 
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a  perfect  state,  does  it  follow  that  we  can 
act  as  spies  upon  nature,  and  detect  her 
in  the  secret  operation  ?" 

''  This  is  what  we  assert,"  replied  Ig- 
natius, '^  and  we  offer  to  prove  it.  There 
must  be  some  remote  matter  before  any 
thins:  is  made.  This  the  Taha  Baha  of 
Moses,  and  the  Baia  and  Omorca  of  the 
Chaldeans,  containing  all  things  in  her 
womb,  and  divided  into  two,  as  Moses 
says.  There  must  also  be  an  active  and 
a  passive  agent  in  the  work  of  creation. 
The  elementary  property  of  gold  consisted, 
like  every  thing  else,  of  the  materia  li- 
quida.  The  agent  and  the  patient  are  a 
spiritual,  fluid,  and  a  viscous  matter : 
where  one  prevails  something  spiritual 
and  beautiful  is  produced :  where  the 
other  preponderates,  something  more 
drossy  and  material.  From  the  first  the 
element  of  mercury  is  engendered  ;  from 
the  latter,  the  element  of  sulphur.  These 
are  the  male  and  female  parents  of  metals, 
which  we  typify  under  the  name  of  Adam 
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and  Eve,  and  the  sun  and  moon.  Their 
nature  is  a  component  part  of  all  metals, 
and  may  be  detected  in  all.  The  more 
the  metal  is  exalted  by  the  presence  of 
the  all-pervading  mercury,  it  is  sublimed 
and  elevated  towards  the  nature  of  gold, 
and  vice  versa :  but  it  is  w^hen  the  seed  of 
fire  and  light  is  perfect,  that  it  engenders 
the  bright  robed  Sol,  the  medicine  of  the 
triple  soul,  the  golden-haired  Horus,  in 
whose  reiorn  Paradise  shall  ao:ain  be  re- 
vealed  to  man." 

'^  God's  precious,  nephew,"  interrupted 
Sir  Hugh,  ^'  you  go  on  at  a  strange  rate. 
Your  theory  is  very  magniloqent ;  but  a 
little  practice  would  not  misbecome  it. 
Let  us  see  a  small  portion  of  this  triple 
soul,  as  you  call  it  (which,  by  the  way,  is 
a  good  name,  for  gold  is  often  the  only 
soil!  acknowledged).     To  the  point." 

^'  I  have  said,"  rejoined  Ignatius,  ""  that 
I  have  not  arrived  at  the  master's  craft ; 
but  I  have  seen  Nature  in  her  operation, 
ahd  been  shewn  the  seeds  of  the  precious 
Kietals  brought  to  lis^ht  by  our  fire." 
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Sir  Hugh  gave  a  low  whistle  to  Sir 
John  Digby.  Ignatius,  though  nettled, 
affected  not  to  observe  this  rather  coarse 
expression  of  unbelief,  and  went  on. 

''  For  my  part,  I  cannot  see  any  thing 
so  incredible  in  this.  It  is  an  assured 
fact,  that  chickens  are  hatched  from  eggs 
in  Egypt  without  the  intervention  of  the 
parent." 

'^  Oh,  now  you  offer  something  tangi- 
ble," interrupted  Sir  Hugh ;  "  but  with 
your  leave,  nepiiew,  there's  no  parity  be- 
tween the  two  cases.  There  are  the  po- 
tential rudiments,  the  germen  of  a  chicken 
in  the  egg,  which  may  be  hatched  into 
life  by  the  vital  warmth  of  the  hen  :  but 
it  is  neither  proved  that  your  mercury  and 
sulphur  contain  the  seed  of  gold,  nor  if 
they  did,  w^hether  the  heat  of  your  fire 
could  mature  it  into  a  perfect  state. 
Nature  and  artifice  are  two  different 
things.  In  the  case  of  the  chickens,  na- 
ture has  more  to  do  than  artifice  ;  but 
d2 
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your  case  is  entirely  an   artificial  opera- 
tion.^' 

"  I  by  no  means  admit  this  argument," 
replied  Ignatius  ;  ''  nevertheless  I  will 
wave  it,  because  I  can  rebut  your  home 
thrust  in  a  more  effectual  manner.  What 
think  you  of  the  creation  of  a  man  by  arti- 
ficial means  without  the  intervention  of 
father  or  mother  ?" 

"  Ridiculous." 

^'  Nevertheless  the  possibility  is  averred 
by  Agrippa  and  many  other  authors.  { 
tliink  your  relation,  Sir  John,  has  a  hint 
to  the  same  purpose  in  his  treatise  on 
sympathies  and  antipathies.  The  ancients, 
too,  had  some  reason  to  believe  it,  as  ap- 
pears from  their  stories  of  Vulcan,  Pyg- 
malion, and  Prometheus.  But  Paracel- 
sus positively  affirms  it,  and  even  gives 
a  receipt  for  manufacturing  a  human 
being." 

Sir  Hugh  Carteret  burst  into  a  loud 
laugh.  ''  Excuse  me,  nephew ;  but  if 
the  story  comes  through  my  friend  Bom- 
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bastes,  it  is  infected  by  the  passage.  The 
impudent  fellow  meant  it  as  a  joke  upon 
your  friends,  the  Platonists,  who  are  so 
squeamish  about  sexual  intercourse." 

''  Pardon  me,  Sir  Hugh,  it  does  not 
bear  the  air  of  a  joke  ;  on  the  contrary, 
the  ingredients  he  names  for  the  work 
are  of  the  most  appalling  character,  and 
such  as  few  would  resort  to.  Our  bodies 
are  but  lumps  of  clay  animated  by  the 
spirit  within  :  neither  do  I  think  there  is 
any  thin^  more  wondeiful  in  finding  a 
fleshly  vehicle  for  the  spirit,  than  in  evok- 
ing it  from  the  dead,  when  its  old  vehicle 
is  no  more." 

'^  But  I  believe  neither  the  one  nor  the 
other,"  rejoined  Sir  Hugh. 

"  Oh,  if  that's  the  case,  your  incre- 
dulity is  a  disease,  you  out-herod 
Herod,  and  stop  your  ears  to  the  force  of 
irresistible  evidence.  But  the  belief  of 
all  ages  is  too  strong  for  you.  I  say  no- 
thing of  Lilly  and  Booker,  who,  as  is 
well  known,  have  called  up  spirits  at  the 
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express  command  of  the  Parliament.  t> 
omit  this  because  the  motive  renders  the 
fact  suspicious ;  but  what  do  you  say  to 
the  exorcist  Kelly,  who  was  feted,  and 
pensioned,  and  courted  by  all  the  crow  ns 
of  Europe?  Is  it  not  well  known  that  he 
raised  a  dead  man  at  Halifax,  and  an- 
other at  Lancaster?  and  did  not  he  say 
that  his  spirits  assured  him  he  should  die 
a  violent  death  ?  AVhat  motive  could  he 
have  for  so  disadvantageous  a  prediction  ? 
It  was,  nevertheless,  true ;  and  as  true 
that  he  revoked  spirits  in  the  presence  of 
Alasco,  king  of  Poland,  and  the  emperor 
of  Germany.  Then  what  do  you  say  to 
Dr.  Dee,  his  successor,  and  that  beryl 
looking-glass  of  his,  in  which  he  exhi- 
bited the  faces  of  the  great  potencies  of 
the  deep,  and  caused  their  voices  and 
oracles  to  be  heard?  Will  you  belie  the 
reputation  of  Elizabeth  and  James,  who 
pensioned  those  extraordinary  men, 
aad  consulted  them  on  the  deepest  state 
secrets  ?'^ 
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'*  I  do  not  deny  it,"  replied  Sir  Hugh  : 
'^  but  I  believe  they  were  employed  as 
spie«,  and  nothing  more,  Elizabeth  was 
of  too  superior  a  mind  to  be  duped  by 
such  mummeries  ;  but  she  conformed  to 
the  prevailing  opinion  of  the  day,  and 
took  advantage  of  it," 

'^  But  this  will  not  apply  to  Kelly,  witli 
the  emperor  and  the  king  of  Polanri. 
Both  attest  that  he  raised  up  the  ghosts 
of  the  departed  before  them,  and  that  he 
even  compelled  the  prince  of  air  to  ap- 
pear, so  powerful  were  his  incantations. 
Besides,  money  was  not  his  object :  lie 
refused  the  solicitations  of  several  con- 
tinental princes,  who  would  have  en- 
gaged him  on  their  side  during  the  great 
war:  but  he  had  power  over  the  tiea- 
sures  of  the  earth  and  was  not  to  be 
bought." 

''  All  lyeing  legends,"  said  Sir  Hugh, 
^'  propagated  by  the  Rosycrucian  brother- 
hood to  obtain  converts." 

*^  Oh !  I  see  you  have  made  up  your 
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mind  to  believe  nothing,  uncle  :  but,  since 
you  dare  me  to  the  proof,  I  wiU  reply  by 
one  argument  which  you  will  not  be  able 
to  gainsay  ; — matter  of  fact.  I  have  in 
my  possession  the  beryl  glass  of  Dr.  Dee, 
which  w  as  given  me  by  his  son  Arthur ; 
feiid  by  this  I  pledge  myself  to  this  com- 
pany to  evoke  the  spiritual  powers  of  the 
elements." 

"  Slythe,  you  may  call  them,  nephew, 
from  the  vasty  deep  ;  but  will  they  come 
when — " 

''  I  will  answer,  as  I  said,  by  matter  of 
fact,"  abruptly  interrupted  the  nephew. 
•'  I  consider  it  as  due  to  ray  character 
before  so  many  gentlemen,  to  have  the 
opportunity  of  rebutting  the  charge  of 
imposture.  I  therefore  trust  and  hope, 
that  they  will  witness  my  proof;  that  I 
have  not  in  my  assertions  overstepped 
reahty." 

^'  Done,"  said  Sir  Hugh  :  '^  God's  pre- 
cious. I  should  be  the  last  to  deny  a  man 
vindication  ;    I  will   mvself   attend   the 
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trial :  but  I  still  preserve  my  opinion, 
and  I  shall  have  sharp  eyes  upon  you, 
nephew. —  Credat   Jiidceus    Apelles    non 

'•go." 

''  I  have  thrown  down  the  gauntlet," 
said  Ignatius,  sullenly,  ''  and  that's 
enough." 

There  was  now  a  general  curiosity  ex- 
cited, and  a  general  inclination  to  see  the 
proof.  Sir  John  Digby  at  first  feebly 
expostulated  ;  but  finding  that  the  stream 
iTin  auainst  him  ;  that  Is^natius  asserted 
the  trial  as  due  to  him,  and,  moreover, 
pledged  himself,  in  the  cant  of  the  times, 
that  he  would  do  nothing  but  by  the  strict 
rules  of  the  art,  he  at  last  assented  to  the 
wishes  of  the  rest ;  and  it  was  agreed,  that 
on  some  night,  to  be  left  to  Ignatius,  he 
should  be  provided  with  every  thing  ne- 
cessary for  his  extraordinary  purpose. 


D  6 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

He  to  his  study  goes,  and  there  amiddes 
His  magic  bookes  and  artes  of  sundrie  kinder 
He  seeks  out  mighty  charmes  to  trouble  sleeping 

niindes 
Then  musing  out  for  words  most  horrible 
(Let  none  themreade)  thereof  did  verses  frame^ 
With  which  and  other  spells  like  terrible. 
He  bade  awake  black  Pluto's  grizzly  dame, 
And  forth  he  called  out  of  deep  darkness  dread 
Legions  of  upright?.  Faerie. Queene. 

The  spot  which  Ignatius  chose  for  the 
scene  of  this  extraordinary  drama  was 
tire  large  chamber  akeady  adverted  to 
beneath  the  dungeon  keep.  It  was  a 
j^Dot  well  selected  for  so  strange  an  obJ€c^. 
Vapours  lurked  in  its  distant  recesses  ;  the 
scarped  walls  were  chisselled  from  the 
solid  rock,  and  the  rugged  ceihng  was  sup- 
ported by  a  gigantic  circular  column  which 
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arose  from  the  centre  of  the  floor.  Looking 
towards  the  descending  passage  on  the 
north,  and  semicircularly  arranged  round 
the  central  column  were  seats  for  such  as 
chose  to  be  spectators.  There  was  liut 
one  iron  lamp,  and  that  hung  against  the 
pillar,  which  scarcely  lighted  up  half  i>i 
the  mdistinct  void.  It  served,  however,  to 
exhibit  a  square  table  like  an  altar  in 
the  middle  of  a  circle,  on  W'hioh  stood  a 
celestial  globe,  and  sundry  mathematical 
bodies  ;  siich  as  a  cube,  an  octaedron  and 
a  cone-.'  There  w  as  also  on  the  table,  a 
lituus,  a  cross  with  four  bars,  and  the 
redoubtable  beryl  glass,  which  appeare 
to  be  a  circular  plane  of  black  stone  about 
a  foot  in  diameter, 

Ignatius  was  naked  to  the  waist ;  he 
held  in  one  hand  the  figure  which  tlie 
cabbalists  call  a  pentacle,  resembling  the 
involved  five  angled  symbol,  used  by  Anti- 
jochus  as  a  standard,  with  the  inscription 
'^health  ;"  in  the  other  he  grasped  a  cup 
0f  some  particular  mixture;  which  spark- 
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led  much,  but  the  colour  of  which  could 
not  be  seeu.  He  took  no  notice  of  the 
spectators  as  they  arrived,  but  continued 
uttering:  incantations  in  such  a  manner,  as 
if  they  came  from  the  bottom  of  his 
>stomach.  At  last  with  many  signs  of 
revulsion  and  dislike  he  raised  the  goblet 
to  his  hps  and  drank  off  its  contents. 
In  a  few  seconds  his  eyes  were  lighted  up 
with  a  strange  unnatural  glare,  and  a 
dsemoniacai  expression.  His  face  grew 
livid,  convulsive  movements  played  about 
his  lip,  he  foamed  at  the  mouth,  a  gid- 
diness appeared  to  seize  him,  and  reeling 
about  for  some  time,  he  at  last  fell  upon 
the  ground.  For  some  minutes  he 
groaned  heavily,  and  appeared  labouring 
with  a  convulsive  tit.  In  a  few  seconds 
more  it  past  away.  He  arose  and  ad- 
vanced w  ith  a  scowling  countenance  and 
tottering  step  towards  tlie   assembly. 

''  I  cannot  compell  the  spirits  of  living 
men  to  appear,"  he  said.  ^*  Such  a  wish 
has  been  expressed,  but  I  have   not  the 
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power  unless  they  sleep.  But  the  linea- 
ments of  departed  spirits  will  appear 
upon  the  beryl  disk,  and  the  elemen- 
tary spirits,  if  properly  evoked."  There 
was  a  pause. 

^'  I  should  like  to  know,"  said  Paulden, 
*'  what  became  of  the  brave  Governor 
Louther,  who  held  Pontefract  for  the  king 
before  it  was  first  taken  by  the  rebels. 
No  one  knows  his  fate,  and  it  is  thought 
he  perished  unfairly." 

Ignatius  made  no  reply,  but  turning 
from  the  speaker,  took  up  the  four  barred 
cross,  and  turning  it  successively  to- 
wards the  four  quarters  three  times,  mut- 
tered a  barbarous  form  of  words.  Then 
standing  still,  and  stretching  the  cross 
towards  tlie  north  in  an  adjuring  attitude, 
he  pronounced  with  a  powerful  but  dis- 
guised voice;  '^  Rael,  Mathla,  Beerbe- 
rith,  Azoch  1"  There  was  instantly  a 
loud  rushing  heard,  like  the  flying  of 
heavy  birds  when  suddenly  disturbed, 
and  some  of  the  company  said  they  felt 
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the  winnowing  of  wings.  A  pause  fol- 
lowed ;  and  then  the  beryl  appeared 
lighted  up  with  a  coruscating  flame, 
which  darted  from  it  in  all  directions, 
ibllowed  by  a  crackling  sound  and  the 
murmuring  of  voices.  This  lasted  for  a 
few  minutes,  after  which  a  spark  appeared 
in  the  centre  of  the  stone  of  an  intense 
red  briilancy,  which  gradually  dilating, 
became  paler  and  paler  as  it  increased* 
At  last,  human  lineaments  appeared, 
and  the  bust  of  a  middle  aged  man,  with 
the  paps  perfectly  naked,  was  visibly  por- 
trayed upon  the  glass.  The  eyes  of  the 
figure  were  hollow  and  inflamed,  and  the 
features  contracted  and  ghastly,  like 
tiiose  of  a  man  who  had  suffered  long 
illness. 

''  Who   is   this,"  said  Ignatius,  with 
the  same  strans:©  a«d  constrained  tone. 


■© 


as  the  semblancy  dissolved  away.  A 
low  whispering,  but  distinct  voice  re- 
plied : — '^  Lonther  the  Governor  of  Pon- 
tefract." 
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'^  What  do  you  wish  to  know?"  en- 
quired Ignatius,  turning  to  Paulden. 
"  Whether  he  lives,  and  how  ?"  replied 
the  captain. 

''He  lives  !  but  immured,"  returned 
tlie  same  whispering  voice. 

''  By  whom  ?" 

There  was  no  reply,  but  a  bright  light 
fehot  over  the  glass,  and  the  head  of  aii 
armed  warrior,  with  a  barred  vizor,  occu- 
pied its  place — the  cowl  of  a  monastic 
order  was  drawn  over  the  crest,  and  from 
the  gorget  was  suspended  a  black  cross. 

'' This  ishisgoaler,"  Ignatius  said,  as 
the  figure  melted  away  in  its  turn. 

''  His  name?"  There  was  no  reply. 

'•  Answer,  Rael." 

''He  must  not — he  dare  not,"  said  a 
^'oice  like  thunder,  which  made  the  stone 
pillars  vibrate,  and  echoed  tlu-ough  the 
room.  Terror  appeared  upon  every  face, 
and  Sir  John  Digby  rose — • 

"  I  do  not  approve  of  these  unhallowed 
rites"  he  said  ;  "  it  cannot  be  God's  will 


^^ 
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that  the  soul  should  be  thus  divorced  by 
spells  from  the  body  to  which  it  has  been 
wedded;' 

*'  All  jugglery,  and  slight  of  hand, 
depend  on't,"  interrupted  Sir  Hugh  ; 
'*  nothing  as  I  live,  but  some  new  fan- 
gled  secrets  of  optics  or  natural  magic/' 

'^  You  have  forgot  your  purposed  ques- 
tion," exclaimed  a  -  loud  voice,  which 
seemed  close  to  his  ear,  and  made  him 
start.  ^'  it  behoves  a  loyal  subject  to 
enquire  first  after' — 

.  A  horrid  chuckling  laugh  followed  this, 
but  no  one  saw  the  speaker  nor  the 
laugher.  A  silence  ensued,  which  was 
broken  by  the  usual  query  of  Ignatius  ; 
''  What  is  it  you  wish  to  know  ?"  and  his 
dark  eye  gleaming  to  the  lamps,  pe- 
rused the  crowd,  as  if  in  search  of  a 
challenger. 

'^  How  fares  the  king  ?"  rejoined  the 
same  startling  voice,  with  a  drawling 
cadence  of  bitter  irony.  A  flash  pass- 
ed over  the  dark  face  of  the   beryl    as 
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before;  the  intensely  red  and  fiery 
spark  succeeded ;  and  as  it  dilated,  the 
loyalists  beheld  the  features  of  their 
sovereign  presented  palpably  to  their 
vision.  But  the  face  was  livid,  the  eye- 
lids were  drawn  down,  and  of  a  deep 
purple  ;  there  was  blood  upon  one  of  the 
nostrils,  and  the  acutely  pointed  beard 
was  deeply  tinted  with  the  same  ruddy 
stream.  There  was  a  g^eneral  crv  of 
horror,  and  some  one  shouted  treason — ^ 
but  the  face  appeared  but  for  a  moment, 
and  as  Sir  John  Digby  rather  indignantly- 
rose,  it  was  gone. 

''  What  is  the  meaning  of  this  ?"  ex- 
claimed the  vice-governor.  ''  I  cannot 
sit  by  and  see  the  horrid  erfects  of  such 
incantations  :  it  was  not  for  sights  such 
as  this,  which  might  suit  the  detestable 
Lilly  or  Culpeper,  that  I  came  here." 

"  I  know  not  what  you  allude  to,  Sir 
John,"  replied  Carteret, — "  I  have  no 
potency  to  restrain  the  will  of  any  em- 
powered enquirer  ;  but  I  saw  nothing." 
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''  Would  that  I  had  spoke  to  it,"  said 
Paul  den  musing. 

"  You  should  have  adjured  the  figure 
before  it  vanished,"  rejoined  the  Exorcist : 
it  then  becomes  stationary. — ^'  Have  you 
more  to  ask  ?" 

''  Yes,"  replied  Paulden,  '^  there  is  a 
question  which  interests  us  all ;  I  wish  to 
know  the  fate  of  Morrice."  No  oae  dis- 
sented from  the  enquiry.  Even  the  cu- 
riosity of  Sir  John  got  the  better  of  his 
scruples. 

'^  I  cannot  execute  ^^ur  purpose,"  re- 
turned Ignatius,  ''  unless  by  a  fresh  in- 
cantation. The  potency  and  virtue  of  the 
glass  is  exhausted." — Sir  Hugh  gave  a 
shout  of  triumph  ;  '^  A  plain  confession  of 
jugglery,  by  this  hand." 

But  Ignatius  looking  sternly  towards 
him,  repressed  the  exultation.  '^  Though, 
the  glass's  virtue  is  gone,"  he  said,  ^*  yet 
can  I  satisfy  the  querist.  It  is  a  more 
terrible  rite,  and  it  operates  only  on  the 
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departed — but  it  will  decide  distinctly, 
whether  he  be  dead  or  living. 

'*  No  more,  no  more,"  exclaimed  the 
vice-governor ;  *^  I  blame  myself  for  having 
encouraged  these  unlawful  rites.  You 
have  proved  your  case,  Mr.  Carteret,  and 
that  is  enough.  Be  satisfied  with  wliat 
you  have  accomplished,  and  come  away  ; 
these  things  cannot  end  in  good."  Saying 
which,  he  rose,  and  abruptly  retired, 
followed  by  the  greatest  part  of  the  spec- 
tators :  but  Sir  Hugh  and  Paulden  re- 
mained— the  one  impelled  by  anxiety  for 
the  fate  of  his  friend,  the  other  by  hopes 
of  yet   detecting  some  latent   trick. 

••  If  you  are  in  earnest  in  what  you 
desire,"  said  Ignatius,  addressing  them, 
^'  follow  me."  Then  taking  a  small 
lighted  chafing  dish  in  one  hand,  and  the 
quadruple  cross  in  the  other,  he  led  the  way 
followed  by  these  two  only  down  the 
secret  passage  to  the  opening  of  a  perpen- 
dicular pit  or  shaft,  by  which  Morrice 
had  once  descended.    Ignatius  now  w^ent 
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through  nearly  the  same  ceremony  as 
before,  pointing  the  cross  towards  the 
same  quarters,  and  invoking  the  same 
barbarous  names ;  but  he  afterwards 
threvv  various  ingredients  into  the  chafing 
dish  vvhich  appeared  hke  pieces  of  flesh 
and  hair  ;  at  last  he  threw  a  waxen  im- 
age into  the  flame,  and  repeated  some 
cabbaiistical  words  with  a  sino:in£:  or 
recitative  cadence.  When  this  was  done, 
a  tall  blue  column  of  flame  rose  from  the 
tripod,  accompanied  with  a  thick  and 
stifling  smoke.  Ignatius  then  with  a 
lancet  pierced  his  wrist,  and  dropping 
the  blood  in  the  flame  pronounced  with 
an  inward  voice,  "'  Erthin,  Dida,  Sumina, 
Sulphin."  A  noise  followed  like  the  jar- 
ring of  an  iron  gate,  and  the  creaking 
of  an  enormous  engine.  A  light  flashed 
redly  through  the  grey  hovering  vapour. 
What  was  the  astonishment  of  the  en- 
quirers to  behold  rising  gradually  through 
the  gloom,  the  well  known,  but  pale  and 
haggard  features  of  Morrice,  shaded  by 
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the  sable  plume  of  his  military  hat. 
Behind  rose  another  face,  perfectly  beau- 
tiful, which  only  wanted  wings  to  per- 
sonate the  genius  of  an  eastern  tale. — 
Ignatius  started — ^liis  spells  seemed  coun- 
teracted— or  the  vision  unexpected  ;  for 
he  staggered  against  the  wall.  Sir 
Hugh  stood  motionless,  but  Paulden 
with  an  involuntary  impulse  sprang  for^^ 
ward  to  confront  the  figure. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

Pry  thee,  fair  youth, 
Think  us  not  churls,  nor  measure  our  good  minds 
By  this  rude  place  we  live  in.    Well  encountered  ! 
He  wrings  at  some  distress ; — would  we  could  cure  it. 

Cymbeline. 

The  governor  and  the  leading  men  of 
the  castle  were  looking  over  some  dis- 
patclies  which  had  just  arrived,  which  in- 
timated the  audacious  intention  of  put- 
ting the  king  on  his  trial ;  and  discussing 
the  proprietyof  printing,  and  distributing 
their  protest  against  so  base  and  execrable 
a  resolution  :  v,  hen  they  were  alarmed 
by  the  sound  of  feet  in  the  passage,  and 
something  heavy  reeling  against  the  wains- 
coting, accompanied  by  a  loud  ''God's 
precious,"  from  Sir  Hugh  Carteret :  and 
the  usual  ejaculation  ofllezekiah,  "Where 
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tire  we,"  was  heard,  at  intervals  accompa- 
nied by  the  stern  voice  of  Sir  Hugh.  ''  It 
moves  this  way — what  the  devil's  the 
meaning  of  this  ?"  and  immediately  they 
heard  the  report  of  a  pistol.  Ail  rushed  to 
ihe  door,  on  opening  which  they  found  the 
exorcist's  uncle,  with  a  face  flushed  with 
terror,  holdinghis  discharged  pistol  against 
some  un distinguishable  object  in  the  gal- 
lery, and  Hezekiahon  the  ground,  groan- 
ing and  howling,  and  praying  by  turns. 
As  they  looked  round  to  discover  some  rea- 
sonable cause  for  this  strange  scene,  they 
were  greeted  by  a  familiar  IpcUQ^h,  and  a 
well  known  voice  exclaimed  ;  "  How  now, 
gentlemen  ?  you  give  me  a  warm  reception 
on  my  return  to  the  castle  ?"  At  the  same 
moment  a  person  advanced  from  the 
deep  shadow  of  the  passage,  towards  the 
full  blaze  of  the  candles  which  many  of 
the  company  had  grasped  in  tlieir  first 
confusion.  It  was  Morrice.  There  was  a 
smile  on  his  features,  bat  it  was  like  "  the 
moonlight  on  a    stormy   sea :"    a   sun- 
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beam  on  a  withered  flower ;  the  canker 
had  passed  into  the  soul,  and  care  had 
smitten  upon  his  forehead  ages  of  fur- 
rowed sorrows  during  the  short  interval 
he  had  been  absent.  There  was  some- 
thing: so  awful  and  woe-beg^one  in  his 
look,  that  it  completely  neutralized  the 
feelings  of  irresistible  mirth  which  this 
exposure  of  baffled  exorcism  might  other- 
wise have  occasioned  the  cavaliers  ;  and 
drawing  him  into  the  room,  they  shut  and 
locked  the  door,  leaving  their  two  friends  to 
recover  from  their  amazement  as  they  best 
could.  It  was  not  till  then  they  observed 
that  he  was  dressed  in  deep  black,  such  as 
is  only  worn  in  mourning  for  the  death  of 
a  father  ;  three  large  sable  plumes  nodded 
over  the  front  of  Spanish  beaver,  and  he 
was  wrapped  completely  in  a  mantle  of 
plain  black  velvet.  Then  also  they  per- 
ceived for  the  first  time,  that  another 
figure  stood  beside  him  of  whom  they 
had  no  remembrance :  although  it  was  one 
which,  if  once  seen,  would  have  remained 
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eternally  impressed  upon  the  memory.  It 
was  a  youth  of  faultless  figure,  dressed 
also  in  a  close  vest  of  black  velvet,  whose 
dark  and  melancholy  eye,  where  sad  pre- 
sentiment of  future  evil  seemed  in  their 
proper  throne,  was  in  perfect  keeping 
with  the  sad  fashion  of  his  elegant,  but 
sombre  apparel. 

^'  This  is  my  friend  and  deliverer,  gen- 
tlemen," said  Morrice,  introducing  the 
youth  ;  ^'  but  for  him  I  should  not  now 
have  been  pressing  your  friendly  hands, 
nor  enjoying  again  the  sight  of  counte- 
nances on  which  I  can  look  without  hor- 
ror. Nay,  retire  not,  Henrico  ;  he  is  rtf- 
flicted,  my  friends  ;  but  it  is  by  the  hands 
of  God,  and  not  by  those  of  men.  Better 
in  any  hands  than  those  of  our  corrupted 
species."  A  murmur  of  sorrow  and  look 
of  sympathy  ran  through  the  assembly. 
Tears  filled  the  new-comer's  eyes ;  he 
turned  away  his  head,  and  concealed  it  in 
the  fold  of  his  patron's  robes. 

VOL.   III.  E 
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''  But  how  is  this,"  said  Digby,  at  last 
breaking  silence,  ''  this  mourning,  these 
looks,  this  mood.  Colonel  Morrice,  which 
is  so  foreign  to  your  habits  ?  Something 
terrible  has  happened?"  Morrice  shook  his 
head.  '^Nay,  it  is  no  trifle  that  could 
weigh  down  such  a  mind  as  yours;  it 
must  be  the  greatest,  the  most  insup- 
portable of  evils." 

''  It  is,  it  is  indeed!"  said  Monice, 
f)ursting  into  tears,  and  throwing  himself 
into  a  chair  half  suffocated  with  his  emo- 
tions, '^  it  is  indeed,  the  greatest,  and 
most  insupportable  of  evils  ;  the  horror  of 
our  age  ;  the  stain  upon  our  name  and 
country;  the  father  of  you,  of  me,  of  all 
of  us,  of  his  country  is  no  more." 

"  The  king?"  said  Digby  :  there  was  a 
general  shudder. 

*•  Dead,"  said  Morrice,  ^'  not  fairly, 
8!ot  in  the  face  of  armies,  but  butchered 
like  a  slieep,  in  the  stall,  by  the  otfscow- 
ering  and  bloody  refuse  of  the  country,  in 
the  face  of  day ;  no  arm  of  all  our  subjects 
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to  save  liim,  no  bolt  from  heaven  to  smite 
the  guilty  heads  of  his  murderers." 

''  What !"  said  Sir  John  Digby,  "  dare 
to  execute  him  lite  a  malefactor? 

''  Behold  the  careless  manner,  in  which 
so  great  a  crime  is  recorded."  Morrice 
])ut  into  Digby's  hands  a  copy  of  Mercu- 
liiis  Britannicus.  It  merely  contained 
these  wolds  :  ''  Yesterday  Charles  Stewart 
\vas  beheaded  at  Whitehall  in  sight  of  the 
people." 

''••  Yes,"  said  Morrice,  ''  the  people  of 
I'lngland  stood  carelessly  by,  and  saw 
those  vampyres  glut  themselves  with  his 
blood  to  the  disgrace  of  the  country  and 
the  age.  Alas  !"  he  continued,  "  what  do  I 
say?  Those  words  have  losttheirmeaning, 
the  moral  feelings  of  men  have  been  per- 
verted, and  there  is  nothing  worth  living 
for;  there  is  no  rest  for  the  sole  of  virtue's 
foot,  but  here  in  this  last  ark  of  loyalty, 
which  still  bears  up  amidst  the  universal 
deluge  of  immorality.  1  sought  it,  and  I 
came  to  die." 

e2 
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*'  Say  not  so,  say  not  so,"  said  Digby ; 
'•'  while  revenge  is  left,  shall  we  die  like 
tame  dogs,  crouching  at  the  feet  of  those 
^vho  tread  upon  the  necks  of  the  loyal 
and  the  bleeding  bosom  of  our  country? 
Rather  let  us  fall  as  becomes  men,  grap- 
pling with  our  foes,  and  struggling,  inch 
by  inch,  with  our  wayward  fortune.  If 
there  be  nothing  so  godlike  as  brave  men 
gtruggiing  against  adversity,  we  will  earn 
this  glorious  title  to  the  admiration  and 
pity  of  succeeding  times.  Let  us  leave 
the  example  of  our  loyalty  as  a  spectre  to 
haunt  for  ever  the  fears  and  consciences 
of  the  guilty,  and  plant  upon  the  smoking 
ruins  of  Pontefract  a  name  which  may 
propagate  itself  in  happier  times  to  the 
farthest  extremity  of  the  world." 

"  Alas!  Sir  John,"  said  Morrice,  *^  what 
object  do  you  propose  ?  you  cannot  endure 
despair  like  mine  ;"  saying  this  he  turned 
towards  his  page,  who,  with  clasped 
hands,  was  gazing  at  a  picture  over  the 
mantle-piece.    It  was  a  picture  of  Prince 
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Charles,  when  first  consigned  to  the  guar- 
dianship of  Lord  Byron  :  it  was  like  an 
omen.  A  light  darted  upon  the  wan  face 
ofMorrice,  and  kindled  his  hollow  eyes. 
''  honor  live  the  kino- !"  he  exclaimed  ; 
*'  the  king  is  dead — but  he  lives  in  his  son 
— long  live  the  king — long  live  Charles  the 
Second!"  A  general  acclamation  followed 
this  ejaculatory  burst.  Shouts  of  ''Long live 
Charles  the  Second,"  resounded  through 
the  hall.  They  were  the  first  homage,  and 
the  first  shouts  that  ushered  in  the  reign  of 
the  exiled  monarch,  and  the  only  ones, 
perhaps,  throughout  the  land  of  his  na- 
tivity :  destined  as  it  was  afterwards  to 
receive  him  to  its  bosom  amidst  the  unio}i 
and  acclamations  of  all  classes.  Lambert 
was  as  much  mortified  as  resentful  to  find 
on  his  sending  a  summons  next  day,  de- 
manding surrender  in  the  name  of  the 
commonwealth  :  and  insisting  upon  the 
circumstance,  that  there  was  now  no  king 
to  whom  they  were  responsible :  to  find 
his  summons  answered  from  the  walls  of 
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Pontefract  Castle,  by  a  proclamation  of 
Charles  the  Second,  by  the  grace  of  God 
King  of  Great  Britain,  France,  and  Ire- 
land. During  one  of  the  quiet  moments 
that  interveaed,  Morrice  was  exhorted  to 
give  a  detail  of  the  adventures  which  had 
befallen  him  during;  his  mission.  To  this 
he  assented,  and  though  for  reasons  only 
definable  to  himself,  he  left  considerable 
gaps  in  his  narrative,  he  furnished  them 
with  the  following  particulars. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

You  are,  and  do  not  know  it  ? 

The  spring— the  head — the  fountain  of  your  h'fe 

Is  stopped — the  very  source  of  it  is  stopped  ; 

Our  royal  master's  murdered. 

Woe  !  alas  ! 

Had  I  but  died  an  hour  before  tliis  cliance, 

Yd  lived  a  blessed  time.  Macbeth. 

^'  Gentlemen,  the  statement  I  have  to 
detail  of  what  occurred  to  rae  during  the 
most  unfortunate  journey  of  my  life,  shali 
be  as  short  as  possible,  in  order  to  spare 
you,  as  well  as  myself.  Indeed,  I  feel  so 
great  a  depression  and  perturbation  of 
mind,  that  if  it  were  not  for  the  comfort s 
of  religion,  1  should  listen  to  the  cry  ol 
the  tempter  in  my  ear,  echoing  like  the 
words  of  Spencer's  Genius  of  Despair — 

Death  is  the  end  of  woes. 
Die  soon,  oh,  fairy's  son. 
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^^  I  have  not  drank  of  so  fearful  a  cup 
since  the  death  of  my  dear  lord.     But  the 
Lord's  will  be  done  !     Full  truly  did  that 
beloved  and  murdered  nobleman  predict 
the  consequences  of  his  death.     For,  as 
I,  then  a  youth,  stood  by  him,  before  the 
fatal  headsman   did  his  office,  weeping 
bitterly,  he  called  me  to  him,  and  said — 
^  Weep  not,  my  child,  for  me — 1  am  a 
sinful  man,  and  I  take  this  stroke  as  a 
just  expiation  for  other  offences.     Weep 
not  for  me,  but  rather  weep  for  yourself, 
and  they  who  are  to  follow.     I   tell  you 
this  :  the  blood  of  the  o^reatest  will  not  sa- 
tisfy  the  blood-thirsty  souls  of  my  ene- 
mies— and  look  well  to  yourself,  my  dear 
Morrice  :  for,  will  they  spare  the  servant 
who  spared   not    the  master?' — Pardon 
me,  gentlemen,  my  grief  has  opened  my 
old  wounds,  and  caused  me  to  wander 
from  the  point  ;  but  you,  I  am  sure,  will 
excuse  any    defects    in    my    narration, 
which  the  perturbation  of  my  senses  may 
cause.     I  arrived  at  Newport,  unaccom- 
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panied  by  any  any  person  but  this  young 
page.  The  first  object  which  met  my 
eyes,  on  arriving  there,  was  the  body  of 
our  unfortunate  friend,  Captain  Burley, 
hanging  in  the  market-place.  Our  poor 
fellow-sufferer  in  the  cause  of  royalty, 
had,  as  I  was  told,  attempted  to  rouse  the 
people  in  the  king's  defence  ;  he  had  even 
called  upon  them  to  do  so  by  beat  of  drum; 
but  no  man  dared  to  stretch  a  hand  to  suc- 
cour him  in  his  extremity, who  had  wso  often 
made  it  his  pleasure  to  succour  others  ; 
and  the  brave  unfortunate  soldier  perished, 
a  victim  to  his  zeal.  Gentlemen,  I  had 
the  happiness  of  being  admitted  to  the 
good  and  oppressed  monarch.  You  know 
Hammond  ?  The  low  profession  he  fol- 
lowed, before  he  joined  the  butchers  of 
tlie  constitution,  has  not  entirely  closed 
the  recesses  of  pity  in  his  heart.  The 
goodness,  the  resignation,  the  exemplary 
virtue  of  the  royal  prisoner  operated  upon 
his  feelings,  and  encouraged  me  to  con- 
cert various  plans  for  the  king's  escape, 
e5 
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at  which  I  was  induced  to  believe  he  would 
connive.  Perhaps  sorae  rumour  may 
have  reached  you,  during  my  absence,  of 
Osborne's  unfortunate  attempt.  It  was 
tlirouo^h  this  saviour  of  mv  life,"  continued 
he,  pointing  to  the  page,  "  that  1  was  m- 
troduced  to  the  young  chamberlain  of  that 
name.  He  had  ]>een  page  to  the  republi- 
can Lord  Wharton  ;  and,  as  I  verily  be- 
lieve, placedabout  the  person  of  the  king 
with  a  view  to  destroy  him.  But,  whe- 
ther the  king's  gentleness  and  condescend- 
sion  wrought  upon  the  youth  in  the  same 
manner  as  it  did  upon  Hammond,  and  all 
who  approached  him,  or  Avhether  the 
instrument  had  more  of  the  milk  of  hu- 
man kindness  in  his  bowels  than  his  em- 
ployers desired,  I  can  only  say,  that  he 
almost  immediately  conferred  with  me 
about  the  liberation  of  the  kin^r.  He  re- 
vealed  every  thing  he  knew  of  the  level- 
lers' plots,  now  stimulated  to  fury  by  the 
death  of  the  great  master,  Rainsborough, 
a^d,  on  the  statement  he  made  me  of  their 
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T)ase  intentions,  I  founded  a  plan  for  the 
imprisoned    monarch's    escape.     Crom- 
well's policy  is  to  make  men  spies  upon 
each  other  ;  and,  either  not  being  certain 
of  Hammond's  staunchness,  or  hearini;' 
that  he  had  been  won  upon   by  the  kino , 
he  had  taken  care  to  plant  a  less  ostensible 
agent  near  the  royal  person.     This  mans 
name  was  Rolfe,  an  avowed  creature  of 
the  lieutenant-general :  and  to  him  I  was 
introduced  under  a  feigned  name,  by  Os- 
borne, who  described  me  as  a  radical  le- 
veller for  that  purpose.     I   had  from  his 
own  lips,  that  it  would  be  considered  a 
very  desirable  thing  by  the  heads  of  the 
party,  if  we  could  dispatch  the  king.    By 
sifting  him,    I   found  that  the   view  of 
this  wretch  was  not  so  much  to  destroy 
him  immediately,  as  to  keep  him  in  pri- 
vate custody,  so  as  to  make  a   market 
of  the  secret  at  some  future  time,  or  to 
murder    him    when   convenient.      This 
intention   he   confided  to  Osborne,   and 
proposed  to  him,  as  the  latter  had  coiii- 
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stant  access  to  the  king's  person,  to  en- 
trap him  to  flv  from  the  castle,  much  in 
the  same  manner  as  he  had  been  formerly 
decoyed  bv  Cromwell's  aoents  to  fly  from 
Hampton  Court.  This  being  detailed  to 
me  by  Osborne,  I  advised  him  to  dissem- 
ble, and  directed  him  to  act  in  such  a 
manner  as  would  turn  the  tables  on  the 
assassins,  and  secure  the  real  escape  of 
the  kino\  Havino;  the  office  of  holdinij 
the  king's  gloves,  while  at  meat,  he  took 
advantage  of  this  circumstance,  to  slip  a 
gmall  billet  into  one  of  the  fingers,  when 
he  restored  them.  The  royal  prisoner 
did  not  notice  this  at  first,  and  when  he 
did,  not  without  surprise  and  suspicion. 
However,  in  a  day  or  two,  Osborne  found 
an  answer  from  the  king,  approving  the 
plan  of  escape,  assenting  to  the  experi- 
ment, and  recommending  one  Doucet,  a 
soldier,  w^hom  he  could  trust,  as  a  col- 
league. With  a  view  to  assist  in  the 
same  object,  I  contrived  to  win  over  some 
other  soldiers  in  the  town,  and  all  was 
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shortly  prepared  ;  but,  by  some  means  or 
other,  the  scoundrel  Rolfe  got  suspicions 
that  Osborne  intended  more  than  he  pro- 
posed :  it  is  thought,  by  one  of  the  sol- 
diers hinting  of  more  particulars  than  had 
been  entrusted  to  himself.  In  conse- 
quence of  this,  when  the  time  of  escape 
arrived,  and  the  king,  by  means  of  a  ^le 
widi  which  I  contrived  to  supply  him, 
liad  sawed  through  the  outward  bars  of 
his  window  ;  Rolfe  had  taken  his  stand 
below,  with  a  company  of  soldiers  he 
could  rely  upon,  and  a  pistol,  ready- 
cocked,  in  his  hand,  to  discharge,  as  he 
boasted,  into  the  bosom  of  the  unfortu- 
nate monarch.  My  poor  friend,  Osborne, 
thus  caught  in  his  own  snare,  stood  by 
all  this  while,  agonized  by  terror,  and 
shuddering  at  the  ironical  taunts  of  Rolfe  : 
expecting  every  moment  to  see  the  unfor- 
tunate monarch  descend  from  the  win- 
dow, and  to  hear  the  murderous  explo- 
sion, without  daring  to  unmask  himself. 
But  the  king's  better  star  for  once  pre- 


86  PONTEFRACT    CASTLE. 

vailed.  Observing  a  greater  company  in 
the  small  garden  beneath  his  window 
than  he  expected^  and  receiving  no  inti- 
mation from  Osborne,  as  they  had  agreed, 
he  conceived  that  the  plot  liad  transpired, 
and  closing  the  sash  of  the  window,  re- 
tired quietly  to  bed.  Happy  was  it  for 
him  that  he  did  retire  !  But,  alas  1  w  hy 
happy?  His  fate  was  only  postponed, 
and  the  only  difference  he  had  to  expe- 
rience was  betw^een  the  murderous  arm 
of  a  ruffian,  and  the  more  daring  assas- 
sination, legalized  by  the  mockery  of  form. 
— Once  after  thisj  I  had  an  interview 
with  the  unhappy  king,  in  that  little  gar- 
den of  Carisbrook  Castle  which  looks 
down  into  the  romantic  deep-embowered 
village  below.  Good  God  !  how  changed 
from  him  whom  I  remember  the  soul  of 
taste  and  elegance,  and  the  central  star 
of  the  most  mao^nificent  court  in  the  uni- 
verse.  We  talked  much  respecting  my 
departed  lord,  and  he  often  sighed  at  the 
recollection  of  his  name.     I  saw  that  it 
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was  a  painful  subject  to  him  ;  and  once 
he  spoke  rather  harshly  of  Archbishop 
Williams,  who  had  recommended  the 
policy  of  his  sacrifice.  I  wept  at  this  ;  it 
was  impossible  to  restrain  my  tears,  nor 
could  he  repress  his  own.  Overcome  by 
my  emotion,  I  fell  upon  my  knees  before 
him,  and  again  implored  his  pardon  for 
that  inadvertent  lapse  at  York,  which 
my  friendship  for  Sir  Thomas  Fairfax, 
and  the  importunities  of  that  general, 
himself  misled  by  more  thorough-paced 
villains,, had  induced  me  to  commit." 

'  '^  Arise,  Colonel  Morrice,'  he  said,  '  we 
must  exchange  forgiveness  with  each 
other.  You  had  to  accuse  me  of  the  death 
of  your  patron,  1  to  accuse  you  of  a  little 
breach  of  duty,  which  I  have  dismissed 
from  my  mind.  I  now  restore  you  to  my 
full  and  complete  confidence,  and  as  a 
proof  of  it,  I  present  you  with  this  mi- 
litary commission  to  raise  forces  for  my 
service,  aad  to  retain  strong  holds  in  my 
name.     Contrive,  if  possible,  to  have  an 
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interview  with  the  Marquis  of  Montrose  : 
but  my  Lord  of  Ormond  it  is  absolutely 
necessary  you  should  see.  In  both  those 
noblemen  I  have  a  thorough  confidence, 
and  I  believe  they  are  now  incognito, 
either  in  London  or  its  vicinity,  striving 
to  do  the  best  for  my  cause.' 

''I  kissed  the  honoured  hand,  which  he 
tendered  to  me,  zealously  and  respectfully. 
Alas  !  I  was  but  once  more  to  behold  that 
noble  countenance,  so  unconquerable  yet 
so  placid,  so  majestic  and  yet  so  resign- 
ed, till  the  grey  hairs  which  sorrow  had 
scattered  over  his  venerable  head  were 
dyed  with  the  life-blood  of  our  sovereign 
and  our  father. 

^'  Disguised  I  still  hovered  about  the  Lsle 
of  Wight,  awaiting,  yet  almost  despair- 
ing of  every  opportunity  to  liberate  my 
illustrious  master — v,  hen  one  fatal  morn- 
ing deprived  me  of  this  slender  consola- 
tion. The  Pi,irliament,  induced  by  the 
representations  of  Rolfe,  began  to  sus- 
pect the  resolution  of  Hammond,  and  the 
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king  was  one  day  torn  away  from  Ca- 
risbrook,  and  conveyed  by  the  execrable 
Joyce  to  Hurst  Castle  ;  from  thence, 
when  die  plan  of  murder  was  ripe,  he 
was  again  conveyed  to  Windsor.  During 
all  these  changes  of  scene,  I  still  hovered 
about  tits  place  of  the  king's  confine- 
ment, and  learnt  in  the  neighbourhood, 
not  without  despondency,  that  Har- 
rison was  appointed  the  new  jailor,  a 
man,  whom  you  and  I  well  know,  will 
stick  at  nothing  that  impedes  the  career 
of  his  advancement,  and  who  himself, 
the  son  of  a  butcher,  is  suspected  of  re- 
taining his  butchering  propensities.  I 
must  do  him  the  justice  to  say,  however, 
that  for  some  time  he  treated  the  royal 
prisoner  with  proper  respect.  Partial  in- 
sults were  offered  him  by  others ;  and  in- 
deed he  was  once  told  by  some  reptile,  I 
believe,  Cobbett,  to  his  face  that  there 
would  be  no  peace  for  England  till  he 
wa5  shorter  by  the  shoulders.  But 
the  party,  as  I  have  said,  as  well  as  Crom- 
well, who  sets  the  strings   of  the  revo* 
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lutlonary  puppets  in  motion,  treated 
him  generally  with  decorum  and  due 
respect.  The  canting  hypocrite,  Crom- 
"vvell,  even  induced  him  to  believe  that  he 
would  join  his  cause.  The  time  Avas  not 
yet  come  when  the  mask  would  be  thrown 
off,  and  all  decency,  as  well  as  all  duty 
and  all  ties,  set  at  complete  defiance.  By 
intimation  from  the  king,  then  on  his 
journey  to  London,  I  waited  upon  the 
Lord  Newbiirgh,  who  married  the  royal- 
ist Lady  Aubigny  (her,  I  mean,  who  was 
concerned  in  the  abortive  plot  of  the  poet 
Waller  and  his  brother-in-law  Tomkins). 
I  stated  to  his  lordship  the  dangerous  and 
dreadful  situation  of  the  king ;  and  pro- 
posed, as  they  occupied  the  royal  pro- 
perty of  Bagshot  Lodoe,  by  the  side  of 
which  the  royal  prisoner's  route  lay, 
some  contrivance  might  be  made  for  his 
escape,  if  Harrison  and  his  men  could  be 
induced  by  invitation  to  rest  there.  Every 
thing  succeeded  to  our  wish.  Harrison 
consented  ;  the  king  w^as  allowed  to  visit 
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those  faithful  subjects ;  a  fleet  horse  was 
provided,  and  stood  ready  saddled  in  the 
stable.  But  that  fatoJity  which  seems  to 
have  hovered  like  an  evil  genius  round 
the  unfortunate  king,  again  interfered  to 
prevent  the  successful  issue  we  expected. 
Could  it  be  foreseen  that  means  of 
escape  so  sedulously  prepared  should  be 
annulled  by  a  trifle  ?  The  horse  provided 
for  the  king  received  a  violent  kick  from 
another  in  the  stable,  and  was  lamed  by 
the  blow.  Escape  was  thus  rendered 
completely  impossible  ;  for  to  attempt  it 
on  the  jaded  horse  which  the  king  rode, 
with  so  many  watchful  eyes  upon  him, 
and  in  the  face  of  a  company  who,  in  the 
most  audacious  manner  levelled  their 
loaded  pistols  against  his  person,  would 
have  b^en  perfect  madness.  It  was  then 
that  the  star  of  monarchy  set,  perhaps,  for 
ever.  The  genius  of  the  king,  like  th^i  of 
Antony,  was  cowed  by  the  prevailing 
genius  of  the  new  Caesar  and  all  was  over. 
I  will  not  abuse  your  cars,   nor  poison 
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your  recollection  with  a  long  detail  of  that 
trial  which  martyred  this  just  man.  Ne- 
ver shall  I  be  able  to  eraze  from  the  ta- 
blets of  my  brain  the  composed  and 
princely  dignity  with  which  he  entered 
the  mock  court,  and  gazed  upon  the 
usurping  judges.  The  silence  which  en- 
sued, even  on  the  part  of  his  enemies,was 
the  just  homage  of  involuntary  respect. 
It  cowed  for  a  moment  the  audacious  im- 
pudence of  the  execrable  Bradshaw. — 
Amidst  the  tornado  of  thoughts  which 
the  recollection  of  that  scene  leaves  upon 
my  mind,  there  is  one  that  consoles  me. 
The  royal  victim  never  yielded  an  inch  to 
illegal  encroachments,  nor  flinched  one 
tittle  from  the  post  which  his  duty  to 
himself,  and  his  regard  for  the  established 
law,  indispensably  imposed.  His  look — 
his  gesture — his  language — on  this  occa- 
siofr every  thing  partook  of  the  hero  and 
the  martyr,  and  exhibited  the  magnani- 
mity of  a  man,  not  born  only  for  a 
throne,  but  worthy  of  it.    When  he  look- 
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ed  down  from  the  bar,  behind  which  he 
was  placed,  and  smiled  upon  the  brutal 
mob  who  were  annoying  him  with  jests 
and  personal  insults  from  beneath,  I  fan- 
cied I  beheld  before  me  that  fellow  victim 
to  the  cause  of  liberty,  that  best  monarch 
of  the  Spartans,  Agis,  smiling  on  the  mock 
tribunal  that  tried  him,  and  retorting  dis- 
dain on  the  faction  who  asked  him  by 
what  law  he  struggled  against  them  for  the 
liberty  of  the  subject.  The  case  was  in- 
deed in  almost  every  respect  parallel,  and 
the  kin  Of  had  reason  for  saving  that  he  was 
a  martyr  for  the  liberties  of  the  people. 
I  shall  disgust  you  by  a  detail  of  the  par- 
ticulars attending  this  shameless  tribunal, 
of  judges  who  pronounced  themselves  trai- 
tors ere  they  condemned  their  king  of  trea- 
son. All  the  scum  of  revolutionary  faction 
assembled  there  to  vomit  their  filth  upon 
his  unprotected  head.  I  heard  myself  the 
contemptible  Axtell  exciting  his  soldiers 
to  insult  him  by  menaces  and  jokes." 
*^  Are  you  sure  it  was  Axtell  ?'*  en- 
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quired  Sir  John  Digby,  interrupting  the 
narration  ;  '^  it  is  scarcely  two  or  three 
davs  back  that  I  saw  him  amono'  the 
assailants." 

'^  That  man,  if  he  deserves  the  name 
of  man,"  rejoined  Morrice,  ^'  was  the 
most  active  person  in  Westminster  Hall. 
During  the  time  that  the  king  was  im- 
ploring to  be  heard,  and  Bradshaw  im- 
periously denying  so  small  a  boon,  I  saw 
him  lauirhino;,  entertainins;  the  soldiers, 
and  scoffmo;  aloud.  Nay,  some  of  them 
by  his  permission,  and  I  verily  believe  by 
Iris  order,  took  gunpowder  in  the  palms 
of  their  hands  und  fired  it  ofi*,  with  a 
view  to  oitend  and  disturb  the  royal 
prisot^er.  But  althouo^h  I  observed  that  it 
forced  him  to  rise  out  of  his  chair,  and 
to  waft  aside  the  smoke  with  his  hands 
vrhile  he  was  speaking,  his  presence  of 
mind  never  deserted  him.  Nor  was  this 
the  only  trick  resorted  to,  to  shake  his 
equanimity.  Tiie  golden  head  of  the  staff 
which  he  used,  was,  by  some  secret  tarn- 
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peringj  (I  believe  of  Hugh  Peters,)  so 
loosened,  as  to  fall  off  while  he  rested 
upon  it ;  but  I  did  not  observe  that  his 
countenance  changed,  upon  what  would 
have  been  considered  by  many  as  a  most 
unfortunate  omen.  On  the  contrary, 
while  the  tools  of  the  party  still  continued 
crying  out  for  justice,  and  insulting  him, 
the  kins:  turned  himself  towards  the 
people,  and  complacently  smiled  upon 
them,  as  well  as  on  the  soldiers  that  treat- 
ed him  in  so  ruffian-like  a  manner  : — then 
turning  towards  Bradshaw,  and  fixing 
his  eyes  on  Cromwell,  and  some  of  those 
Avho  sat  near  him,  he  said,  '  There  arc 
some  sitting  here  ^vho  know  that  if  1 
could  have  been  induced  to  betray  the 
rights  and  liberties  of  the  people,  J  might 
]ia\e  done  so  by  their  agency,  and  need 
not  have  come  to  this  place — but  I  value 
them  more  than  thetlnee  kingdoms,  nay, 
more  than  my  life.  Therefore  I  implore 
you  to  hear  me,  and  remember  that  it 
is  your  king  who  requires  this  small  fa- 
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vour ; — your  lawful  king,  to  whom  you 
refuse  justice  !' 

''  As  he  uttered  this,  I  observed  Axteil 
uro'ino^  the  soldiers  to  drown  his  voice 
with  shouts  of  ^justice,  execution.'  Four 
or  five,  who  did  not  cry  out  with  sufficient 
alacrity,  he  beat  with  his  cane.  Indeed 
there  were  some  wretches  so  lost  to 
humanity  as  to  spit  in  his  majesty's  face, 
as  he  repeated  his  pathetic  appeal  of 
'  Hear  me,  hear  me.' 

^^  Bradshaw  hurried  on  the  sentence, 
andhe  was  dragged  out  of  court  Uke  a  felon. 
I  saw  him  put  into  an  ordinary  sedan, 
and  followed  at  a  distance,  till  I  lost  sight 
of  it  in  King-street,  close  to  the  Abbey, 
net  being  able  to  reach  it  for  the  croud. 
But  I  observed  some  of  the  villains  beat- 
ing the  people  for  taking  off  their  hats  to 
the  king,  and  I  heard  some  of  the  popu- 
lace repeatedly  crying  out  '  God  bless 
you, — God  deliver  you  out  of  these  scoun- 
drels' hands  ;  their  swords  are  grown  too 
long  both  for  us  and  for  you.'    But  I  must 
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not  yield  to  these  melancholy  recollec- 
tions," continued  Morrice,  ''or  the  time 
would  fail  me  in  narrating  them.  I  must 
be  stinted  in  my  tale."  Disguised  as  a 
menial  servant  I  stood  near  the  arch  rebel 
Cromwell,  and  his  janissary  Ireton,  as, 
with  a  joy  they  could  neither  of  them 
suppress,  they  witnessed  the  black  con- 
summation of  their  crimes  in  the  mur- 
der of  their  sovereiern.  Cromwell's  con- 
duct  on  that  occasion  was  particularly 
indecent  I  saw  him  playing  with  the 
buffoon  Martin  like  a  great  boy ;  some- 
times pulling  the  ears  of  his  officers, 
spirting  ink  in  their  faces,  and  pursuing 
them  down  stairs.  These  are  his  old 
8aturnalian  artifices,  to  delude  with  mock 
equality,  those  whom  he  intends  to  crush 
vvith  real  despotism. 

If  ever  the  author  of  evil  had  an  ap- 
pointed agent  upon  earth,  that  is  the 
man.  If  ever  there  was  a  martyr  of 
truth  and  justice,  the  dead  king  was  that 
person.     But  every  speaking  eye  clearly 
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attested  how  much  greater  was  he  at  the 
very  moment  when  the  axe  fell,  than 
those  bad  men  who  usurped  and  per- 
verted the  sword  of  justice.  How  truly 
has  it  been  said  that  there  is  "  no  peace 
for  the  wicked  !"  They  tremble  if  a  leaf 
falls ;  if  a  portion  of  the  ceiling  of  St. 
Stephen's  shakes,  they  rise  in  consterna* 
tion.  If  they  cross  the  threshold  of  a 
royal  palace,  their  disturbed  imagina- 
tions conjure  up  nothing  but  spectres. 
If  they  partake  of  a  new  dish,  they  sus- 
pect the  hand  that  prepares  it,  and  con- 
ceive themselves  poisoned.  So  much  for 
their  triumph,  so  much  for  that  courage, 
which  ought  at  least  to  gild  the  surface 
crime.  These  men  are  as  much  beneath 
the  late  king  in  that  virtue  as  in  every 
other :  they  are  as  light  opposed  to 
darkness,  as  ''  Hyperion  to  a  Satyr." 
Never  did  any  man  face  the  terrors  of  deatii 
with  more  unshaken  composure.  I  mark- 
ed the  eye  of  the  king  as  he  stooped  ovei 
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the  fatal  block,  ready  to  receive  the  mur- 
derous blow  of  the  axe,  and  I  declare  to 
you  it  was  not  in  the  least  dimmed,  but 
as  brilliant  and  self-possessed  as  ever  I 
saw  it,  in  the  most  splendid  moments  of 
his  reign.  His  enemies  acknowledged 
this :  though  not  satisfied  with  their  crime 
they  pursue  his  memory  with  every  spe- 
cies of  calumny — Cromwell,  in  fact,  has 
not  felt  shame  in  attacking  a  virtue,  in 
which  he  had  no  equal,  by  a  slan- 
der too  base  and  too  disgusting  to  re- 
peat. Even  the  stern  Milton  must  for- 
get himself  so  far  as  to  bestow  one  kick 
upon  the  dying  lion :  scandalously  in- 
serting a  passage  from  Sydney's  Arcadia 
among  the  prayers  of  the  unfortunate 
king — and  endeavouring  to  pollute  that 
pure  stream  of  religious  consolation  which 
was  his  only  resource  in  calamity.  But 
I  must  hasten  to  conclude  :  I  followed 
the  corpse  of  this  martyr  to  the  last  un- 
violated  home,  which  his  enemies  al- 
lowed it — the  vaults  of  Windsor  Castle. 
f2 
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There  were  neither  prayers  nor  service  to 
grace  those  final  obsequies  :  no  rites 
but  the  tears  of  those  few  servants,  who 
had  the  courao^e  to  avow  their  fideUtv 
in.  the  midst  of  so  many  horrors.  That 
done,  nothing  appeared  to  remain  for  me, 
but  to  follow  so  good  a  master  and  so 
great  a  man." 

Morrice  paused  :  and  there  w  as  a  long 
silence,  only  broken  by  the  sighs  of  those 
who  listened  to  the  tale  :  at  last  Sir  John 
Digby  enquired  of  the  Colonel  whether 
he  had  met  with  the  Marquis  of  Ormond, 
as  was  his  intention  ? 

'•  I  did,"  was  the  reply.  ^'  We  met  by 
accident  at  Whitehall,  by  the  side  of  the 
exposed  body  of  the  dead  king.  At  the 
same  time  w^e  solemnly  pledged  ourselves 
to  avenge  his  death,  and  to  spare  neither 
blood  nor  exertion  in  the  cause  of  his  sur- 
viving son.  It  was  at  this  moment,  that 
as  if  Heaven  had  a  design  to  comfort  us, 
and  to  show  us  the  punishment  of  regi- 
cide,  we  were  witnesses  of  an  extraor- 
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dinary  spectacle.     It  was  midnight,  and 
we   stood  raiisino:  on    the   revolution  of 
things  below,    as  we    contemplated   the 
heir   of  many   kings,    stretched   upon  a 
miserable  bier,  bv  the  side  of  a  few  w^a- 
ning  candles :  when  a  stranger  entered  the 
apartment.     He   was   dressed  in   Itlcuk. 
and  nearly  wrapped  in  a  long  sable  cloak. 
His  manner  attracted  our  curiosity,  and 
we  passed  behind  some  remaining  scaf- 
folding to  observe  hi m .    He  stood  for  som o 
time  at  the  foot  of  the  corpse,  and  gToa.u- 
ed   heavily  ;    then   throwing    a   cautious 
lurking  look  around  to  observe  if  any  one 
watched  his  motions,  he  stalked  delibe- 
rately three  times  with  a  slow  measured 
step  around  the  coffin,  sighing  the  whole 
time.  On  making  the  third  circle,  he  stop- 
ped near  where  we  stood,  and  my  lord  and 
I  both  heard  him  distinctly  say, ''  Fatal  ne- 
cessity, horrible  necessity  1"    He  then  re- 
tired.    We  saw  tliis  for  three  successive 
nights.    My  lord  of  Ormond  felt  decidedly 
convinced  that  it  was  Cromwell  whom  we 
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saw  :  for  we  had  no  opportunity  of  disco- 
vering his  face  :  but  I  fully  believe  that  it 
was  another,  as  great  an  enemy  of  us,  and 
of  our  cause  :  and  one  who  is  more  in 
contact  with  the  concerns  of  this  fortress. 
I  mean  William  of  Lindholme. 

''How!"  returned  they  all,  ''William 
of  Lindholme,"  '^  I  thought,"  added  Sir 
John  Digby,  "  that  his  existence  was  a 
chimeera — have  you  seen  him  then  ?  Have 
you  beheld  that  face  which  we  are  told  is 
f? allowed  by  certain  death?" 

"  It  is  enough  that  I  have  seen  him," 
replied  Morrice.  "  A  painful  duty  forbids 
me  from  saying  more."  Amazement  was 
visible  in  the  eyes  of  all  that  heard  him. 
"  This  only  can  I  say,"  resumed  he  finally, 
"  that  the  figure  in  the  black  mantle 
which  I  have  described,  was  of  the  same 
height,and  characterised  by  the  same  awful 
gestures,  as  that  which  has  been  described 
as  a  midnight  visitor  of  this  castle. 
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CHAPTER    VII. 


Was  this  your  discipline  and  faith  engaged 
Your  military  obedience  to  dissolve, 
Allegiance  to  the  acknowledged  power  supreme  ? 

Paradise  Lost. 

As  soon  as  the  re-appearance  of  Mor- 
rice  in  Pontefract  Castle  was  known  ttf 
the  besieging  army,  Lambert  pushed  the 
siege  of  the  Castle  with  still  greater 
energy  and  perseverance  than  before  ;  and 
his  fire  being  directed  with  the  greatest 
skill,and  his  artillery  served  with  more  than 
usual  dexterity,  his  progress  soon  began 
to  show  itself  in  the  crumbling  walls  of 
the  edifice,  and  the  diminished  numbers 
of  the  garrison.  He  repeatedly  sent  them 
summonses  to  surrender,  but  without  ef- 
fect ;  the  brave  men  appeared  resolved  to 
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make  a  sacrifice  of  their  lives  to  their 
principles,  and  to  bury  themselves  under 
the  ruins  of  the  castle  rather  than  submit. 
The  crisis  was  now^  rapidly  approaching. 
In  making  one  of  those  desperate  sorties 
w^hich  they  scarcely  for  a  day  omitted,  in 
order  to  annoy  the  enemy,  and  drive  him 
from  his  work,  the  retreat  of  a  large 
body  of  the  besieged  was  cut  off,  and  the 
armed  force  in  Pontefract  was  by  this 
biow  reduced  from  six  hundred  men,  fit 
for  duty,  which  maintained  it  when  the 
siege  began,  to  little  more  than  eighty 
persons.  On  hearing  the  result  of  this 
affair,  Lambert  immediately  transmitted 
to  them  terms  of  capitulation,  which 
they  now  for  the  first  time  consented  to 
listen  to. 

The  compiler  into  whose  hands  these 
papers  have  fallen,  again  reminds  those 
who  peruse  them,  that  he  is  offering 
them  a  true  history  and  not  a  romance. 
The  leading  facts  are  upon  record,  the 
rest  are  filled  up  and  supplied  from  vari- 
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ous  ikmily  documents  and  manuscripts 
which  are  in  his  hands.  Under  these 
circumstances  he  makes  no  scruple  where- 
ever  the  course  of  the  narrative  requires 
it,  to  sacrifice  brilliancy  of  description 
to  sober  matter  of  fact.  Tiie  statement 
of  an  eye-witness  has  always  been  pre- 
ferred to  a  contemporary,  and  of  a  per- 
son actually  concerned  to  an  eye-witness. 
The  relation  which  follows  is  told  in  a 
rough  soldier-like  manner  ;  but  as  it 
comes  from  the  actual  pen  of  one  of  the 
heroes  of  the  story,  and  exhibits,  with 
what  crafty  and  persevering  malignity 
Cromwell  pursued  his  demand  of  '^  eye 
for  eye,  and  tooth  for  tooth,"  it  is  here 
introduced  as  a  solid  basis  for  the  struc- 
ture of  romantic,  but  true  incidents  which 
w^ere  erected  upon  it. 

''  The  enemy,"  says  Captain  Paulden, 
^^  now  threw  papers  over  the  wall,  offer- 
ins:  honorable  conditions  :  savino^  that  six 
persons  were  to  be  excepted  from  any 
benefit  of  the  articles  ;  which  persons 
F  5 
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were  to  remain  unnamed  till  after  those 
articles  had  been  signed  by  the  governor. 
The  governor,  Colonel  Morrice,  hereupon 
called  the  officers  of  the  castle  together, 
and  we  immediately  promised  we  would 
never  agree  to  deliver  up  any  person 
without  his  consent.  Upon  this  promise 
our  governor  sent  six  officers  to  treat, 
with  the  same  number  named  by  Major 
General  Lambert : — of  our  number  I 
was  one.  When  we  met  we  told  them 
we  came  to  capitulate  for  the  surrender  of 
the  castle,  but  they  could  not  expect  that 
we  would  deliver  ourselves  up  to  execu- 
tion. Upon  which  Colonel  Bright,  the 
iirst  of  the  commissioners,  told  us,  that 
he  had  authority  from  Major-General 
Lambert  to  enoaoe  that  none  of  us  that 
treated  should  be  any  of  the  excepted 
persons.  We  then  told  him,  that  per- 
haps the  governor  might  be  one  of  them. 
He  answered,  that  he  did  not  believe  the 
major-general  regarded  the  governor  so 
badly  as  some  of  those  that  had  betrayed 
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tlie  castle  to  us  when  it  was  taken.  So 
Me  parted  for  that  time  without  conclud- 
ing any  thing.  At  our  return  to  the  castle 
we  acquainted  the  governor  w  ith  all  that 
had  passed :  some  of  our  commissioners 
teUing  him  that  Colonel  Bright  engaged 
he  should  not  be  excepted.  The  gover- 
nor asked  me  what  I  thought  of  it,  and  ] 
plainly  told  him  that  I  thought  he  was  to 
be  included  in  the  exception,  and  repeat- 
ed to  him  the  very  words  that  Colonel 
Bright  had  used,  which  made  me  sus- 
pect this  ;  because  he  had  not  engaged 
that  the  governor  should  not  be,  while  he 
had  distinctly  engaged  that  we  should 
not — but  left  the  matter  ambio'uous.  Then 
one  of  our  commissioners  told  him  that 
Major  Brooke  had  assured  him  that  our 
governor  was  none  of  the  excepted.  Up- 
on which  he  resolved  we  should  go  out 
and  conclude,  saying  generously,  that  if 
he  was  excepted,  he  would  take  his  for- 
tune." 

Paulden  goes  on  to  state,    that  after 
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many  conferences  of  the  same  kind,  the 
names  of  the  proscribed  parties  were  at 
last  given  up  by  Lambert,  and  were  to 
the  following  effect,  the  governor  being 
the  first  person  upon  the  list,  viz. 


Colonel  Morrice, 
Allen  Austwicke, 
Lieut.  Blackburne, 

Major  Ashby, 
Ensign  Smith, 
Serjeant  Floyd, 


f  conc( 
(of  R 


erned   in   the   death 

AINSBOROUGH. 


engaged  in  the  surprisai 
of  the  castle. 


These  terms  were  no  sooner  pronounc- 
ed within  the  hearino^  of  the  garrison , 
than  they  were  rejected  with  general  in- 
dignation, and  the  flag  of  truce  who 
brought  them  was  sent  back  without  an 
answer.  Although  Morrice,  in  the  great- 
ness of  his  nature,  would  willingly  have 
exposed  himself  to  the  revenge  of  Crom- 
well, if  by  that  self-devotion  he  could 
have  redeemed  the  persons  of  his  com- 
rades, those  brave  men  would  not  listen 
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to  any  expostulation.*,  and  swore  that  they 
M  onld  rather  be  hacked  piecemeal  than 
aiRx  the  stain  of  so  base  a  compromise 
upon  their  honour.  The  overture  thus 
being  rejected,  another  month  rolled  on 
with  a  repetition  of  the  same  murderous 
assaults  on  the  part  of  the  besiegers,  and 
-the  same  enfeebled  but  desperate  resist- 
ance on  the  part  of  the  besieged.  No- 
thing was  capable  of  shaking  their  ori- 
ginal determination  :  there  was  a  species 
of  lofty  and  sublime  feeling  in  this  wed- 
ded devotion  to  their  cause,  which  bore 
them  up  above  the  range  of  common 
w  eaknesses,  and  the  uncertain  tenure  of 
earthly  affairs.  In  the  nature  of  the  strug- 
gle they  were  maintaining,  there  w^as 
mucli  to  feed  this  lofty  enthusiasm,  and 
to  throw  an  air  of  romantic  magnificence 
on  the  most  trivial  of  their  exploits.  To 
a  poetical  imagination  they  would  pre- 
sent some  similitude  to  a  diminished  rem- 
nant of  the  ancient  gods,  when  driien 
from  the  top  of  Olympus  by  the  rebel- 
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lious  faction  of  the  Titans  and  the  giant 
sons  of  darkness.  The  stage  of  the  exhibi- 
tion indeed  at  Pontefiact  was  limited  in 
its  extent,  and  the  spot  was  hardly 

Toml)  enough  and  continent 
To  hide  the  slain. 

But  the  contending  parties  were  no  less 
than  the  eternal  principles  of  order  and  dis- 
order :  principles  w  hich  have  wrestled  to- 
gether with  gigantic  collision  from  the  be- 
ginning, and  will  perhaps  go  on  contend- 
ing till  time  and  space  shall  be  no  more. 
But  this  view  of  the  contest  was  not  then 
properly  appreciated  by  those  who  survey- 
ed it :  and  therefore  exploits,  which  would 
have  deserved  the  pen  of  a  Homer  to  ce- 
lebrate, have  vanished  away,  and  are  lost 
*^  in  the  dark  womb  of  uncreated  night." 
The  author  of  this  narrative,  therefore,  is 
compelled  to  pass  over  in  silence  what  has 
not  been  clearly  transmitted. 

More  days  of  unavailing  sacrifices  and 
resistances  revolved  away  ;  there  could  be 
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no  hope  of  a  prosperous  issue :  none  of  re- 
lief. Morrice  determined  to  be  no  longer 
a  cause  of  destruction  to  those  he  loved 
and  honoured,  and  resolved  to  go  himself 
to  Lambert  with  a  flag  of  truce,  with  a 
view  to  some  accommodation,  either  to 
induce  him  to  be  contented  with  his  per- 
sonal sacrifice  alone,  or,  ifthat  was  im- 
possible, to  obtain  better  terms  for  the 
proscribed. 

After  waiting  a  litttle  time  on  the  out- 
side of  that  general's  tent,  he  was  intro- 
duced to  a  man  of  rather  pleasing  exterior 
and  placid  features  :  indeed  they  might  be 
termed  handsome.  His  nose  was  aquiline, 
his  eye  of  a  penetrating  hazel,  his  forer 
head  broad  and  capacious,  but  unstamp- 
ed with  those  deep  lines  and  sinuses 
which  are  marks  of  anxiety  and  rigid 
thought.  The  face,  too,  was  fair,  smooth, 
and  uncontracted  :  one  that  bore  few 
indications  of  the  hardships  of  a  camp, 
and  very  Httle  suited  with  the  notions  of 
such  qualities  as  are  requisite  in  a  revo- 


112  PONTEFRACT    CASTLE. 

lutionary  general.  There  was,  however, 
a  decisive  compression  in  the  muscles  of 
his  mouth,  which  indicated  more  firmness 
than  was  promised  by  the  upper  portion 
of  his  countenance  ;  otherwise  there  was 
nothing  which  spoke  of  '^  setting  the  life 
upon  a  cast,"  or  of  energy  for  pushing 
forward  in  that  hazardous  career  in  which 
he  was  embarked.  Morrice  was  a  stran- 
ger to  him ;  but  he  soon  found  that  he  w  as 
in  the  presence  of  Lambert,  then  held 
second  in  consideration  and  eminence  to 
Cromwell,  and  presumptive  heir  to  that 
bad  eminence  whicli  his  talents  and  hy- 
pocrisy, rather  than  his  courage,  had  ac- 
quired. By  the  side  of  this  revolution- 
ary planet  of  the  first  magnitude  appear- 
ed two  satellites  of  very  different  aspect 
and  character.  On  his  right  sat  a  stern 
and  stubborn  fanatic,  whose  countenance, 
conspicuous  with  vulgar  propensities  and 
prejudices,  bore  evident  marks  of  those 
youthful  excesses  which  at  that  day  gene- 
rally finished  in  a  call.     It  was  bloateii 
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and  rubicund ;  a  savage  gloom  sat  thron- 
ed in  his  dark  eye,  as  it  scowled  from  be- 
neath his  shaggy  eye-brow.  His  fore- 
head, particularly  at  its  union  w  ith  the 
nose,  was  ploughed  perpendicularly  by 
two  deep  sinuses,  reaching  to  the  upper 
curve  of  the  forehead.  A  leonine  expres- 
sion w^as  thus  given  to  the  countenance, 
and  the  effect  was  increased  by  the  black 
bushy  and  wiry  locks  that  were  amassed 
on  each  side  of  his  head.  On  the  opposite 
side  to  Ireton,  (for  that  was  the  name  of  the 
stubborn  republican  now^  described,)  was 
seated,  as  if  to  create  a  striking  contrast, 
a  young  man,  w  ho,  as  far  as  his  dress,  ha- 
bit, and  manners  declared,  was  ill  quali- 
fied for  mino;lino:  with  the  ^'  stransre  bed- 
fellows"  to  whom  misfortune  had  allied 
him.  It  was  the  once  gay,  joyous,  and 
handsome  Ingolsby,  whom  Morrlce  had 
known  in  his  youth,  the  joy  of  his  parents, 
the  deliofht  of  his  friends,  creatino  esteem 
and  diffusing  pleasure  and  happiness,  like 
the  solar  orb  just  glittering  above  the  ho- 
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rizon.  It  was  his  fate  to  fall,  not  by  am^ 
bition,  but  by  a  weakness  which  often 
clothes  itself  with  the  garb  of  virtue.  It 
was  friendship,  but  friendship  misdirect- 
ed ;  an  infatuated  blind  attachment  to  the 
arch-deceiver  Cromwell.  It  was  indeed 
whispered  by  some  that  love  was  a  party 
concerned  in  this  infatuation — love  for  the 
amiable  daughter  of  the  lieutenant-gene- 
ral, the  interesting  Fanny  Cle^^ole.  His 
face  was  pleasing,  but  pale,  and  deeply 
printed  with  the  remorse  which  he  affect- 
ed to  conceal  with  a  vizor  of  gaiety.  He 
smiled  and  extended  his  hands  with  the 
easy  non  chalance  of  a  cavalier  officer  as 
Morrice  entered.  Lambert  rose  and  bow- 
ed: but  Ireton,  measuring  him  with  a  su- 
percilious look  of  rude  republican  scorn, 
neither  rose  nor  spoke,  nor  moved  his  hat, 
but  doggedly  retained  his  seat. 

'^  I'm  sorry  to  see  you  on  these  terms^ 
Colonel  Morrice,"  said  Lambert,  cour- 
teously. ''  I  should  have  been  happy  to 
have  received  you  to  my  tent  with  the 
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embrace  of  a  brother,  not  with  the  cool 
formality  of  an  enemy." 

'^  General  Lambert,"  replied  Morrice 
with  dignified  retenue,  "  these  compli- 
ments are  out  of  season,  and  ill  consist  both 
with  the  proclamation  against  me  and 
my  errand.  I  do  my  duty  according  to 
the  motto  of  the  incorruptible  Ba.yard : 
Jefais  ce  queje  dois  advienne  que  pourrci. 
You,  no  doubt,  feel  satisfied  in  the  same 
consciousness,  though  we  move  in  dif- 
ferent roads." 

Morrice  then  made  the  general  a  pro- 
posal of  substituting  himself  in  lieu  of  the 
six  that  had  been  named  as  a  blood-offer- 
ing for  the  sins  of  the  royalists.  To  which 
Lambert  replied,  "  that  he  valued  and  ho- 
noured him  now  more  highly  than  before  ; 
that  he  considered  his  bravery  and  talents 
asreflectin2:the  highest  lustre  on  any  cause, 
be  it  good  or  bad  ;  and  that  he  regretted 
extremely  that  such  was  the  rigid  nature 
of  the  instructions  he  had  received  from 
the  lieutenant-general,  that  nothing  less 
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than  the  sacrifice  of  the  six  named  vic- 
tims would  satisfy  him." 

*^  Then  there  is  only  one  proposal  1 
can  offer,"  said  Morrice  interrupting 
him  ;  ^^  allow  us  six  days  to  attempt 
our  escape  before  the  capitulation's  ful- 
filment. If,  during  this  time,  our  ef- 
forts are  uiiavaiHng,  v:e  ^vill  surrender 
the  castle  to  your  terms,  and  ourselves  to 
execution." 

^'  My  wishes,"  replied  Lambert,  'Svould 
lead  me  to  comply  immediately  with  so 
fair  an  offer :  but  I  am  not  my  own  mas- 
ter ;  and  my  instructions  are  precise. 
Saying  this,  he  put  into  Morrice's  hands 
the  original  dispatch  of  Cromwell,  in 
order  to  convince  him  that  he  was  merely 
acting  by  superior  orders. 

While  Morrice  was  reading  this  paper, 
Ingolsby  had  beckoned  Ireton  to  a  corner 
of  the  tent.  He  appeared  making  him 
some  request ;  and  that  himself  was  the 
subject  Morrice  guessed  by  the  direc- 
tion of  their  eves.     The  countenance  of 


PONTEFRACT    CASTLE.  117 

Ingolsby  was  animated  and  vehement, 
and  at  last  impatient  and  angry  ;  that  of 
Ireton  retained  its  sullen  rancour  of  ex- 
pression, as  he  answered  the  warm  appeal 
of  his  companion,  with  cold  repulsive 
monosyllables,  frequently  laying  a  stress 
on  the  name  of  Rainsl^orough.  At  last  the 
voice  of  Ingolsby  burst  through  all  re- 
straint, and  at  intervals  the  words  ''  My 
wrongs  !  disclosure  !  repent  of  it !''  were 
distinctly  heard. 

Morrice  laid  down  the  paper,  and  Lam- 
bert advanced  towards  the  disputants  ; 
''  Gentlemen,  what's  the  meaning  of  this? 
no  serious  altercation,  I  hope?" 

''  None,"  said  Ingolsby,  advancing 
cheerfully  to  the  table,  followed  by  Ireton  ; 
for  the  stranofe  conference  seemed  to  end 
as  suddenly  as  it  began. 

'We  have  been  discussing,  general,  the 
proposal  of  Colonel  Morrice,  and  know- 
ing well  that  your  generous  mind  is  al- 
ways open  to  the  more  noble  feelings  oi 
our  nature,  we  are  asrreed  in  recommend- 
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ing  you  to  grant  the   request  of  Colonel 
Morrice." 

*' Is  this  true,  General  I reton  ?"  said 
Lambert,  doubtingly,  yet  evidently  pleas- 
ed.    Ireton  nodded  assent. 

*'  And  you  clear  me  of  responsibility? 
h  am  glad  you  are  come  to  this  resolu- 
tion," continued  Lambert.  ^'  We  are 
men  of  honor,  I  hope,  though  fighting 
on  different  sides,  neither  are  we  hireling 
soldiers,  but  Englishmen  who  can  love  a 
brave  man,  though  a  foe.  What  occasion 
is  there  for  unnecessary  ferocity  ?'"— 
Then  (stopping  as  if  he  feared  com- 
mitting himelf )  he  turned  towards  Mor- 
rice. 

*^  Your  proposal  is  accepted,  colonel  ; 
I  allow  you  and  your  ^ve  companions  six 
days,  during  which  you  are  at  liberty  to 
use  all  means  for  your  escape  ;  at  the  end 
of  that  time  the  castle  must  be  surren- 
dered.— Is  this  understood  ?" 

''  Perfectly,"  replied  the  colonel.  "  I 
comply  with  your  conditions," 
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^^  You  are  a  man  of  honor,  colonel, 
and  to  shew  you  that  I  think  so,  I  re- 
quire nothing  but  your  word.  In- 
golsby,  attend  the  colonel  beyond  the 
lines." 

So  saying  they  parted  ;  he  and  Ireton 
to  inspect  his  batteries,  and  Ingolsby  and 
the  colonel  towards  the  castle. 

When  the  two  latter  arrived  at  the 
place  of  parting,  Morrice  pressed  his  hand, 
and  returned  him  thanks  for  his  inter- 
ference ;  though  as  he  added,  "  he  felt  very 
far  from  sanguine  of  escaping." 

^'  I  hope  otherwise,"  said  Ingolsby, 
*^  I  trust  in  God  you  will."  Then  un- 
able to  repress  his  feelings  any  longer, 
he  exclaimed,  ^'  Colonel  Morrice,  you  see 
before  you  a  miserable  man.  I  have  been 
urged  down  a  precipice.  I  neglected 
warning  upon  warning :  the  warning  of 
my  friends,  of  my  own  soul :  and  now  that 
soul  is  stained  with  a  crime,  the  dye  of 
which   no    repentance   can   erase. — Pity 
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me  ; — ^pity  me. — You  are  my  schoolfellow, 
and  one  of  my  earliest  friends. — If  you 
escape " 

Morrice  shook  his  head — ^'  There  is  no 
hope.^' 

^^Oh!"  said  Ingolsby,  ''would  that  I 
was  partner  with  you  in  that,  '  no  hope  !' 
— Would  that  I  could  die  like  vou,  at  rest 
with  my  conscience  and  my  God." 

Morrice  was  taken  by  surprise  by  this 
unexpected  burst  of  heart.  There  was 
no  deception — the  voice — the  unutter- 
able look  and  agony  proved  that  the  lan- 
guage was  of  the  soul.  The  scene  was 
unpropitious ;  but  he  beheld  a  convert, 
and  he  resolved  to  profit  by  the  occasion. 
Grasping  the  hand  of  Ingolsby,  he  re- 
plied, "  Follow,  my  friend,  the  dictates 
of  your  better  angel !  The  spirits  of  light 
rejoice  at  the  repentance  of  a  sinner,  and 
God  will  receive  you  back  again  into  his 
'  rest.'  Quit  the  haunts  of  imposture, 
and  abomination  and  blood.   Fly  from  the 
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paths  of  men,  whose  feet  make  haste  to 
shed  the  blood  of  the  innocent.     Are  you 
dazzled   by  their   talents?    Alas!    what 
are  talents  when  counterpoised  against 
morality  ?  Will  not  those  gay  externals  of 
our  nature  fly  up,  and  kick  the  beam  on 
the  o  reat  day  of  trial  ?     Let  the  vile  and 
sordid  wallow   in   their  own    mire !    Let 
the    filthy    be    filthy    still!     Let    them 
walk  by  the    ''  miserable  sparks"   which 
they   have    kindled.      But  look    up,   my 
friend,  through  the  fogs  which  their  blas- 
phemous cant  has  engendered,  to  a  purer 
light,  to  brighter  principles,  to  happier 
skies.  Oh !  turn  away,  and  gaze  no  longer 
on  the  pestiferous  course  of  those  revolu- 
tionary orbs  which  fill  the  world  with  evil 
and  dismay,  '  men's  hearts  siiaking  them 
for  fear  of  what  is  to  come,'  and  which 
threaten  dislocation  to  the  universal  frame 
of  social  order.    What  are  these  idols  that 
your  distempered  fancy  has  so  long  wor- 
shipped?    Hollow   hearted    reeds,     that 
''break  and  tear  the  shoulder'  of  such  as 
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trust  to  them,  raging  waves  of  the  sea  vo- 
miting their  rage  against  dignities  ;  and 
foaming  forth  their  own  shame. — Clouds 
without  water,borne  about  by  winds — trees 
whose  fruit  perisheih,  thrice  dead  and 
plucked  up  by  the  roots — wandering  stars 
— that  scatter  war  and  pestilence,  and 
change  from  their  fiery  aspects,  but  for 
whom  the  depths  of  darkness  are  re- 
served.' 

Ingolsby  shuddered  as  with  an  ague, 
andMorrice  went  on,  ^'  You  have  a  heart 
Ignolsby.  The  spring  verdure  of  pity,  is 
not  quite  scorched  up  there  by  the  arid 
vicinity  of  bad  men.  Think  on  the  fate  of 
the  royal  martyr.  You  are  young  like 
me  ;  but  you  may  live  to  see  your  de- 
fence rejected  !  your  grey  hairs  loaded 
with  contumely !  your  piety,  the  subject 
of  brutal  jests  !  your  family  torn  from  your 
grasp.  With  all  this  load  of  sorrows,  your 
burden  will  yet  be  light  compared  with 
that  of  a  sovereign  cradled  in  prosperity. 
Death  is  nothing  :  but  death,  disturbed  by 
ribaldry  and  reproach,  deatli  followed  by 
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the  burial  of  a  dog  ; — this  is  terrible !  and 
this  was  the  lot  of  the  greatest  prince  in 
Christendom  !     Think  on  it  well ;  think 
whether  good  can  come  of  it !  Never !  ^'Evil 
fruits  will  spring  from  evil  roots."    What 
have  you  in  common  with  the  Martins, 
the  Mildmays,  the  Hewsons,  the  Harri- 
sons, the  Desboroughs,  which  have  been 
thrown    upwards    like    scum  from    the 
•  great  seething  pot"   of  revolution.    Oh  ! 
turn  away,  at  the  voice  of  your  better  ge- 
nius !  Join  not  with  the  deceivers,  who  go 
on  "  adding  house  to  house,  and  field  to 
field,  and  removing  the  old  land-marks"  of 
society.    Shake  off  the  embraces  of  the  im- 
pure fanatical  hag,  which  has  filled  the  land 
with  her  abominations.    It  is  true  you  have 
enrolled  yourself  among  the  number  of  her 
bondsmen.    She  haunts,  and  pursues  you 
with  the  bloody  page  !  it  may  be  difficult  to 
break  the  bond.     But  arise  to  the  effort. 
To  fly  her  is  to  conquer.    To  will  is  to  be 
free.     Angels    minister  to   the   strength 
of  struggling  repentance,  and  saints  with 
g2 
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exulting  harps,  record  its  triumph.  Think 
Oil  my  words  !  ^'  Behold  !  I  have  set  be- 
fore thee  life  and  death  this  day  l" 

Ingolsby  was  going  to  reply,  for  the 
^\  ords  of  Morrice  burnt  in  his  heart,  but 
at  the  same  moment  observing  a  party  of 
parliamentarian  officers  approaching,  he 
hastily  broke  off  the  conference.  He 
passionately  grasped  the  colonel's  hand  : 
and  as  he  bade  him  an  agonized  adieu, 
murmured  out  with  a  voice,  broken  with 
emotion,  '^  If  heaven  favors  you — but  hea- 
ven must  favor  you,  for  virtue  never  can 
be  utterly  deprived  of  its  protection. — If 
you  escape  I  must  see  you,  Morrice.  It  is 
incumbent  on  you.  It  is  a  duty  you  owe  to 
early  friendship.  I  must  relieve  this  burn- 
ing heart,  or  it  will  break  under  the  load 
that  oppresses  it."  So  saying,  he  squeezed 
the  colonefs  hand  and  tore  himself  hastily 
away. 


PONTEFRACr    CASTLE.  125 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

The  crime  of  the  bears  was,  they  were  cavaUerSj 
And  had  formerly  fought  for  the  king  : 

They  had  palled  by  the  burs,  the  round-headed  curs, 
And  made  their  long  ears  to  ring. 

Loyal  Songs,  collected  17'^  I  - 

If  the  secret  passage  discovered  by 
Morrice  had  still  remained  in  existence, 
the  terms  which  the  latter  brought  back 
to  the  garrison  would  have  been  unat- 
tended with  difficulty  or  risk.  But  the 
inlet  by  that  passage  being  close  to  the 
enemies'  quarters,  had  been  considered 
dangerous  by  the  besieged  party,  and 
during  the  mining  operations  it  had  been 
forcibly  dammed  up  and  destroyed.  The 
only  means  of  escape  left  was  the  sally- 


126 


PONTEFRACT  CASTLE. 


port  on  the  south  side  of  the  castle, 
which  was  covered,  as  before  stated,  by  a 
small  garrison,  constantly  kept  at  New 
Hall,  a  strong  built  house  belonging  to 
the  family  of  the  Pierrepoints,  and  within 
a  musket  shot  of  the  castle.  The  pledge 
which  Morrice  had  taken  upon  himself 
filled  the  governor  and  the  rest  of  the 
unproscribed  among  his  gallant  friends, 
with  the  deepest  affliction  and  despon- 
dency. But  the  courageous  five,  who 
were  implicated  in  the  same  extremity 
with  Morrice,  recei^  ed  the  final  decision 
of  Lambert  with  no  expressions  of  regret  ; 
on  the  contrary,  some  of  them,  among 
w^hom  w^as  our  old  acquaintance  Aust- 
wicke,  testified  their  unbroken  courage 
w^ith  cheers  :  nay,  overwhelmed  the  colo- 
nel with  thanks  for  the  successful  termi- 
nation to  which  he  had  conducted  his 
mission.  Neither  did  the  reduced  garri- 
son long  give  way  to  their  first  despon- 
dency :  but  soon  ''  screwing  their  courage 
to  the  sticking  place,"  resolved  to  share 
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the  danger,  and  cover  the  escape  of  their 
colleagues  at  the  risk  of  their  own  lives. 
With  this  intention,  it  was  unanimously 
determined  to  make  furious  sallies  from  va- 
rious points  at  the  same  given  time.  One 
small  impediment  occurred :  and  that 
to  determine  the  order  in  which  the  ex- 
cepted friends  were  to  employ  the  short 
period  allotted  to  them ;  for  so  magnani- 
mous was  the  brotherly  union,  created  by 
the  unfortunate  struggle  in  which  they 
had  been  engaged,  that  the  only  efl'ort 
made  by  them  was,  to  confer  a  better 
chance  on  their  brothers  in  atHiction, 
than  themselves.  There  was  not  one  of 
the  six  that  would  not  gladly  have  laid 
down  their  lives  for  any  individual  of 
their  five  companions,  and  the  five  would 
have  as  readily  immolated  themselves  to 
secure  the  escape  of  their  adored  and  re- 
spected governor.  It  was  not  therefore 
surprising  if  the  elevation  which  this 
great  example  produced,  elicited  imi- 
tation ;    but   it    was    a    great    triumph 
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to  the  cause,  that  there  were  many  in  the 
garrison  who  desh'ed  to  unite  their  des- 
tinies with  that  immortal  six.  It  was  a 
brotherly  band  of  ''  dyers  together,"  like 
that  which  Antony  established:  but  far 
more  praiseworthy  in  the  cause,  although 
more  limited  in  the  sta^'e  of  their  fmal 
drama.  Many  of  these  enthusiasts,  for 
the  honor  of  participating  a  violent 
death,  were  wath  great  difficulty  repul- 
sed from  their  determination.  But  Mor- 
rice  was  too  steady  in  his  principles 
to  admit  that  enthusiastic  oblivion  of 
the  first  principles  of  self-preserva- 
tion, to  warp  his  judgment,  or  daz- 
zle him  into  assent.  There  was,  how- 
ever, one  person  in  the  garrison,  whom 
neither  argument  nor  menace,  nor  in- 
treaty  could  divert  from  the  generous  self- 
devotion.  This  was  the  mysterious 
Spanish  page,  who,  from  the  time  of  his 
master's  re-appearance,  had  never  parted 
from  his  side.  It  was  in  vain  to  think  of 
separating  him  from  the  destiny  of  his 
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patron.  The  eyes  of  that  extraordinary 
boy  were  constantly  fixed  on  Morrice,  as 
if  he  was  the  mas-net  and  loadstar  of  his 
earthly  existence.  He  had  already  shown 
that  he  would  rush  on  musquetry  and 
bayonets,  and  follow  him  to  the  cannon's 
mouth.  Expostulation  was  useless  ;  he 
snatched  and  kissed  the  hem  of  Morrice's 
mantle,  and  expressed  by  tears  and 
dumb  sioriis  a  resolution  which  no  human 
heart  could  resist.  A  tacit  acquiescence 
was  therefore  granted  to  his  mute  signs  ; 
and  it  was  finally  understood,  that  he 
and  Morrice,  attended  by  one  more,  should 
try  their  chance  of  escaping  at  the  same 
time.  With  regard  to  the  rest,  it  wa.< 
resolved,  that  they  should  make  the  ef- 
fort of  evading  the  enemy  in  pairs.  AH 
that  remained  was  to  decide  by  lot,  what 
portion  of  the  party  should  make  the  first 
trial.  The  issue  of  this  extraordinary 
ballot  was  not  attended  without  anxiety  : 
because  much  depended  upon  the  joint 
skill  and   conduct    of   the    yoke-mates. 

G.5 
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The  first  lot  fell  upon  x\ustvvick  and 
Floyd  ;  and  both  prepared,  with  cheer- 
ful alacrity,  to  baflle  the  enemy,  and 
grapple  with  the  danger.  Tlie  first,  al- 
ready known  to  the  reader  as  a  bold,  care- 
less man,  was  well  assured  that  his  hand, 
in  destroying  Rainsborough,  could  never 
be  forgiven — that  his  only  chance  was  in 
affronting  the  danger,  be  it  what  it  would. 

By  his  own  arm  the  battle  must  be  won. 

And  it  appeared  to  him  rather  a  com- 
parative advantage  to  have  an  opportu- 
nity of  escaping  by  means  of  a  desperate 
encounter,  than  to  pass  through  the  tedi- 
ous fomalities  of  a  trial,  to  a  shameful 
death,  and  |  erhaps  to  undergo  the  less 
open  penalties,  which  Cromwell's  avowed 
friendship  for  Rainsborough  might  re- 
serve for  him.  On  the  morning  of  the 
26th  of  March,  1649,  every  thing  was  in 
readiness  for  the  experiment,  which  was 
not  only  to  decide  the  fate  of  Floyd  and 
Austvvick,  but  to  shew  whether  there  was 
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chance  or  hope  remaining  for  their  com- 
panions. About  seven  o'clock  on  that 
morning,  Sir  John  Digby  drew  out  a 
picked  corps  of  the  garrison,  as  if  with  an 
intention  of  making'  a  sallv  throuoh  the 
principal  gate.  Another  troop,  under 
Paulden  and  Sir  Hugh  Carteret,  made  a 
demonstration  on  tlie  east;  and,  in  this 
manner,  they  contrived  to  alarm  and 
amuse  a  corps  of  observation  employed 
by  Lambert,  till  towards  six  o'clock  in 
the  evening,  when  twilight  came  on. 
Then  stationing  the  two  adventurers  in 
the  centre  of  a  compact  square  of  horse,  a 
few  paces  in  advance  of  the  little  garrison 
at  New  Hall :  all  the  separate  detach- 
ments, with  a  simultaneous  movement, 
made  a  desperate  sally  from  opposite 
quarters.  The  effort  completely  suc- 
ceeded. There  being  no  party  to  oppose 
them,  excepting  on  one  spot,  and  that 
party  consisting  only  of  a  few  scattered 
troopers,  who  rode  off  in  confusion  to  apr 
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prize  their  commander.    Austwick    and 
Floyd,    set   spurs   to  the   fleet   coursers 
which  the  ganison  had  provided  them, 
and  escaped  with  scarcely  any  more  dan  - 
ger  than  the  random  discharge  of  a  few 
carbines.  On  the  following  morning,  how- 
eYer,additional  alacrity  in  the  enemy's  mo- 
tions   discovered  strong  symptoms  that 
meant  to  render  the  next  effort  a  task  of 
less  facile  complexion.    The  garrison  re- 
sorted to  a  similar  manoeuvre  as  on  the 
preceding  day,   but  this   time  it  failed. 
The  enemy  were  on  their  guard,  and  strong 
detachments  of  cavalry  and  infantry  drawn 
up   ^'/i   echelon,    were  planted   upon  va- 
rious posts      It  was  soon  very   evident, 
that  whatever  the  commander-in-chief's 
milder  intentions  might  be  (which  were 
pretty  well  understood)  he  was  either  com- 
pelled to  avoid  compromosing  himself,  or 
that  the  ultras  of  the  party,  possessing 
stronger  nerves  than  him,  were  not  dis- 
posed to  Irt  the  sword  of  vengeance  fall 
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nerveless  from  their  grasp.  Morrice  with 
that  rapidity  of  tacit  and  keen  glance 
which  characterized  all  that  he  did,  ob- 
served the  diagnostics  of  this  change  in 
the  motions  and  countenance  of  the  enemy 
and  recommended  the  little  detachment 
charo'ed  with  the  fate  of  the  two  friends  on 
whom  the  lot  fell,  viz.  Smith  and  Ashby, 
to  delay  their  sortie  till  the  evening.  But 
unfortunately  Smith,  though  a  courageous 
man,  and  very  capable  of  dashing  into  dan- 
ger, did  not  possess  nerves  strong  enough 
to  bear  the  protraction  of  his  destiny  for  a 
w^hole  day  :  declaring  it  to  be  much  worse 
than  waiting  the  descent  of  the  execu- 
tioner's axe  for  the  same  period.  Urged 
by  this  impulse  he  precipitated  measures 
which  turned  out  fatally  for  himself. 
From  the  watch  tower,  over  the  great 
gate,  Morrice,  accompanied  by  Carteret 
and  Digby,  vvatched  the  progress  of  the 
little  squadron  charged  with  the  safety  of 
his  fellow  companions,  as  they  issued 
from  the  castle  yard.  He  remarked  through 
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his  glass,  a  strong  party  of  cavalry  sepa- 
rating themselves  from  the  enemy's  main 
corps,  and  taking  possession  of  a  hollow 
in  the  road,  which  commanded  their  rear. 
As  far  as  his  glass  could  enable  him  to 
draw  conclusions,  he  thought  he  could 
distinguish  the  lineaments  of  Ireton  in 
the  leader  of  that  ambushed  corps.  Oa 
observmg  this  he  shouted  out  to  them  to 
return,  but  his  voice  was  drowned  in  the 
loud  tramp  of  the  horses'  feet,  as  they 
bounded  over  the  rattling  bridge  under 
the  gigantic  portcullis  of  the  castle.  He 
still  kept  his  eye  upon  their  motions 
through  his  glass,  till  they  reached  a 
junction  of  the  road,  where  the  detached 
corps  of  the  enemy  lay.  He  expected 
and  trembled  for  the  result,  but  the  dan- 
ger seemed  to  come  from  another  quarter  ; 
for  as  soon  as  they  reached  a  pait  of  the 
road,  which  was  uncovered  to  the  view  of 
the  enemy,  by  a  deficiency  of  the  hedge, 
two  demi-culverines  were  brought  to 
face  upon   the  party's   front ;   and  while 
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they  were  in  confusion  with  this  unex- 
pected salute,  the  ambushed  detachment 
darted  forward  from  the  hollow  of  the  road, 
and  furiously  charged  them  in  the  rear. 
A  regular  skirmish  followed  :  pistols  were 
discharged  on  both  sides,  and  swords  and 
cuirasses  o-Httered  through  the  smoke.  It 
bore  the  character  of  a  prize  contest,  acted 
on  a  neutral  arena  between  royalist,  and 
republican  spectators.  There  could  be 
no  doubt,  if  Lambert  had  determined  to 
destrov  the  fuo:itives,  and  those  who  abet- 
ted  them,  that  their  annihilation  was  cer- 
tain. He  had  but  to  increase  the  as- 
sailant's strength  ;  but  naturally  generous, 
it  would  appear  that  his  admiration  of  so 
much  heroic  devotion  preponderated  over 
his  party  principles,  and  Morrice,  not 
without  inward  respect,  saw  him  distinctly 
restraining  a  large  party  of  dragoons  who 
were  dashing  on  to  join  their  companions. 
There  was  something  so  English  in  this 
that  it  found  a  fellow  chord  in  an  En- 
glishman's heart.    The  battle,  however, 
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still  proceeded  :  but  the  persons  of  the 
combatants  were  concealed  by  the  in- 
creasing smoke,  and  it  was  impossible  to 
discern  whether  either  of  the  proscribed 
royalists  had  made  their  escape  or  failed. 
But  the  doubts  of  Morrice  and  his  com- 
panions were  soon  resolved.  After  the 
lapse  of  about  an  hour  and  a  half,  from 
the  period  of  sallying  forth,  he  ob- 
served the  diminished  troop  of  his  friends 
slowly ;  but  not  confusedly  retreating, 
before  the  face  of  the  enemy's  squa- 
dron. The  latter  followed  them  about 
half  way  up  the  hill,  a  trumpet  was 
heard  from  the  enemy's  quarters,  a  few 
straggling  pistol  shots  were  discharged 
between  both  parties,  and  the  victors  re- 
tired. As  the  royalist  party  slowly  passed 
the  outward  \vorks  and  approached  the 
bridge  over  the  moat,  the  fatal  truth  was 
scon  apparent,  and  the  cause  of  their  de- 
lay explained.  A  party  of  six  dragoons, 
leading  their  horses,  were  observed  car- 
rs'ins:    a    w^ounded    or  dead  man  on    a 
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litter  of  fresh  branches  felled  for  the  pur- 
pose. Morrice  called  out  to  them  to 
know  what  had  happened,  and  Captain 
Thomas  Paulden  replied  :  "  Poor  Smith 
is  killed  :  and  we  are  brinsino;  in  his 
body,  w^hich  you  see  here." 

''  I  foresaw  the  accident,"  said  Morrice, 
*'  and  where's  Ashby — Is  he  come  back  ?" 

*'  No  :  he  escaped  at  the  first  charge 
with  a  slight  sabre  wound,  and  those  who 
attempt  to  overtake  my  bonny  steed 
Dreadnought,  which  I  lent  him,  will  have 
no  easy  task." 

The  party  now  passed  under  the  port- 
cullis. '*  How  was  it  ?  who  killed  him  ?" 
said  a  number  of  enquiring  voices. 

"  I'll  lay  my  life  it  w^as  Ireton,"  ob- 
served Morrice. 

"  The  governor's  right,"  replied  Paul- 
den. The  poor  fellow  received  a  severe 
cut  upon  the  thigh,  first,  which  disabled 
him,  and  Ireton  came  up  and  dispatched 
him  with  a  blunderbuss.  The  scoundrel 
then  turned  his  horse,  and  said  he  was 
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content.  That  he  had  satisfied  the  ghost 
of  Rainsborough,  and  should  not  inter- 
fere further.  A^  for  the  rest  they  might 
escape  and  be  hanged. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

What  could  fortune  more 
To  aid  the  vahant,  what  to  gorge  revenge  ? 
Lo  !  desolation  o'er  the  adverse  host 
Hath  empty'd  all  her  terrors.     Ev'en  the  hand 
Of  languid  slaughter  drops  the  crimson  stee! ; 
Nor  nature  longer  can  sustain  the  toil 
Of  unremitted  conquest.  Leonidas. 

Out  of  the  six  Avhich  were  origi- 
nally proscribed  by  the  enemy,  there  now 
remained  but  two:  viz,Morrice,  and  Black - 
burne  :  excepting  the  devoted  page,  who 
persisted  in  sharing  the  fortune  of  his 
lord.  It  was  now  incumbent  on  Morrice 
to  employ  that  dexterity  for  his  own 
preservation,  which  had  so  often  availed 
him  under  circumstances  of  emero:encv, 
and  so  repeatedly  contributed  to  the 
preservation  of  others.     He  suffered  two 
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days  to  elapse  out  of  the  four  that  re- 
mained unspent ;  during  which  he  ''  lay 
upon  his  oars."  The  fourth  day  he 
pitched  upon  for  making  the  attempt,  re- 
quiring to  be  accompanied  by  twenty 
horse,  who  were  to  cover  the  escape  of 
Blackburne,  the  page,  and  himself  As 
soon  as  day  broke  on  that  memorable 
morn  in  2:,  and  while  an  indistinct  haze 
hung  upon  the  town  of  Pontefract,  and 
the  adjacent  scenery,  they  issued  forth 
from  the  sally  -  port  at  New  Hall, 
under  cover  of  the  obscure  light.  Rapidly 
pushing  on  this  manner,  in  the  direction 
of  Lancashire,  the  party  succeeded  in 
passing  through  tvro  strong  picquets  of 
the  enemy.  But  when  the  fog  dispersed, 
about  eight  o'clock  they  found  themselves 
in  front  of  a  strong  squadron  of  the 
enemy's  dragoons.  Many  of  the  men 
were  dismounted  ;  some  breakfasting  on 
the  ground,  and  the  rest  lounging  about 
with  little  anticipation  of  attack.  Mor- 
rice  saw  that  celerity  was  every  thing. 


PONTEFRACT   CASTLE.  141 

He  silently  pointed  the  enemy  out  to  his 
men,  and  himself  leading  the  charge,  he 
fell  in  among  them  with  such  resistless 
impetuosity  that  they  immediately  dis- 
persed, carrying  the  report  of  what  had 
happened  to  the  camp.  In  their  hasty 
flight,  they  fell  in  pell-mell  with  another 
detachment,  stationed  about  a  hundred 
paces  in  the  rear.  These  for  a  time 
made  a  slight  resistance,  but  were 
shortly  driven  in  by  the  small  invadino; 
corps,  like  their  companions.  By  this 
time  a  general  panic  had  spread  through 
th  eenemy's  camp.  It  was  reported  that 
the  whole  garrison,  headed  by  Sir  John 
Dio^bv  and  Sir  Huoh  Carteret  had  made 
a  desperate  sortie  as  a  final  stake,  and  r-e- 
solvedto  "set  every  thing  upon  the  cast." 
Tlie  news  soon  reached  the  tent  of  Lam- 
bert, with  considerable  exaggerations 
which  it  had  collected  in  its  progress : 
report  giving  out  that  the  cavaliers  had 
forced  the  outposts,  and  fallen  pell-mell 
with  the  fugitives  into  the  camp.     The 
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haze  was  partially  dispersing,  but  never- 
theless, the  day  was  still  so  obscure  that 
the  soldiers  in  their  hurry  were  incapable 
of  distinguishing  their  colours  or  finding 
their  officers :  and  it  is  to  this  day 
thouo^ht  that  it  would  have  been  easy  for 
Morrice  and  his  companions  to  have 
escaped,  by  striking  in  a  contrary  direc- 
tion, before  the  enemy  had  recovered  from 
their  confusion.  But  for  once  the  cool 
deliberation  of  Morrice's  judgment  for- 
sook him.  His  courage  carried  away  the 
barriers  of  his  prudence  ;  and,  borne  for- 
ward by  that  fiery  impulse,  which  success 
after  resistance  elicits  from  the  breast  of 
genius,  (as  the  stroke  of  iron  calls  fire 
from  the  liint,)  he  dashed  on  like  a  whirl- 
wind, carrying  all  before  him,  and  leaping 
the  ditch,  penetrated  into  the  enemy's 
camp.  His  followers  paused  a  moment 
at  the  audacity  of  the  enterprise.  But 
Blackburne  and  the  page  was  close  by  his 
side,  and  when  the  rest  saw  the  colonel's 
animated  countenance  cheerinir  them  on, 
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all  scruples  van  ished .  Away  they  bounded 
over  the  trench,  and  followed  with  the 
same  headlong  impetuosity.  Lambert 
was  just  issuing  from  his  tent,  when  he 
saw  a  hundred  paces  from  him  a  confused 
mass  of  troops,  without  any  order,  flying 
in  all  directions,  and  in  the  next  moment 
a  broad  sheet  of  flame  burst  forth  on  his 
right.  There  was  no  time  to  be  lost ;  his 
character,  his  life,  his  reputation  were  ail 
at  stake  :  and  though  taken  by  surprise, 
he  did  not,  as  on  a  subsequent  more  im- 
portant occasion,  lose  sight  of  his  self 
possession.  In  a  few  moments  he  drew 
together  what  troops  he  could  from  the 
rear,  and  vaulting  on  his  horse's  back 
made  full  speed  towards  the  focus  of  con- 
fusion, suflficiently  indicated  by  the  peal 
of  fire-arms,  and  the  lig-ht  of  burnins: 
tents.  Both  parties  were  now  engaged 
hand  to  hand.  A  wild  and  disorderly 
skirmish  immediately  ensued :  but  the 
knot  of  confusion  was  inextricable.  The 
struggle  was  more  like  a  charge  of  Ma- 
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malukes  or  Arabs,  than  regular  corps, 
and  the  republicans  in  their  confusion, 
frequently  did  more  harm  to  each  other 
than  to  the  royalists. 

But  as  fate  ^Yould  have  it,  at  that  point 
of  time,  when  the  consequences  of  thus 
desperately  '^  running  a  muck,"  might 
not  only  have  saved  the  proscribed  roy- 
alists, but  extended  confusion  to  the  bad 
cause  over  the  face  of  the  country  :  at 
that  moment,  the  sun  burst  with  sum- 
mer brilliancy  through  the  temporary 
haze.  Then  first,  the  enemy,  recovering 
from  their  confusion  and  surprise,  de- 
tected the  despicable  number  of  the  as- 
sailant force.  Indignant  at  the  disgrace 
which  they  had  sustained  and  animated 
by  the  presence  of  Lambert,  they  renewed 
the  contest  with  fierce  cries.  The  clash  of 
swords,  and  short  quick  volley  of  carbines 
w^as  incessant.  Two  of  the  audacious 
cavaliers  fell  covered  with  wounds :  the 
rest  were  begirt  on  all  sides  :  the  danger 
thickened,    and   the   press    grew    every 
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moment  more  dense.  ''  Fly,  Morrice 
fly,"  said  the  desperate  band,  forcing 
themselves  before  him  ;  cut  your  way 
through  the  rear,  while  we  endeavour  to 
sustain  the  onset  in  front  :  it  is  now 
scarcely  possible  for  us  to  escape. 

Morrice  was  deaf  to  the  appeal ;  it 
would  seem  that  he  had  resolved  to  perish 
that  day  by  a  glorious  death,  and  per- 
haps it  was  his  better  genius  that  inspi- 
red the  impulse,  for  there  are  moments 
when  desperation  may  be  prudence. 

'^  Fly  for  God's  sake,"  repeated  Paul- 
den.  ^'  They  shall  hack  our  flesh  from 
our  bones  before  we  yield  :  but  the  bar- 
rier wont  last  long."  At  the  same  moment 
he  himself  received  a  shot  in  the  left 
wrist,  and  dropping  his  reins,  caught 
them  with  his  sword  hand. 

'•Fly,  colonel !  what  madness  is  this?" 
repeated  the  whole  party,  during  the 
breathing  intervals  of  the  bloody  toil. 
Blackburne  did  not  await  a  further  hint ; 
but  seeing  the  road  clear  to  his  left,  set 
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spurs  to  his  horse.  For  a  moment  he 
was  perceived  urging  impetuously  along 
the  Doncaster  road.  Nothing  seemed 
to  oppose  him :  but  a  projecting  arm  of  a 
tree  hid  him  from  sight. 

Morrice,  at  last  overcome  by  remon- 
strance, had  turned  round  as  was  sup- 
posed with  a  view  to  the  same  object ; 
when  two  heavy  armed  cuirassiers  at- 
tacked him  at  the  same  time  on  each  side. 
One  held  the  reins  of  his  horse,  while  the 
other  grasping  his  sword  arm  in  order  to 
steady  his  aim,  directed  the  muzzle  of 
his  pistol  close  to  the  colonel's  head.  He 
drew  the  trigger,  the  flint  snapped,  but 
it  flashed  in  the  pan.  Morrice  seized  the 
moment,  and  collaring  the  last  assailant, 
draorsred  him  from  the  saddle,  and  dashed 
him  on  the  ground  ;  where  he  lay  encum- 
bered by  his  heavy  armour  till  a  thrust 
from  Paulden's  arm  dispatched  him.  In 
the  mean  while  the  other  dragoon,  seeing 
the  fate  of  his  companion,  was  aiming 
with  both  his  hands  a  blow  of  his  sabre 
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Irora  behind.  At  that  moment  a  hand 
seized  Morrice's  arm,  and  he  heard  a 
voice,  the  tone  of  which  he  too  well  re- 
collected, shrieking  out — "  Strike  here.'' 
He  looked  round,  and  he  beheld  the  de- 
voted boy  who  had  followed  him,  and 
whom  he  supposed  to  be  dumb,  in  the 
act  of  throwing  himself  between  the 
deadly  blow  and  his  master.  A  light 
darted  upon  Morrice's  mind :  horror- 
struck,  he  made  a  grasp  at  the  de- 
scending arm,  but  the  sword  fell,  and  the 
page  received  its  slant  force  upon  his 
shoulder.  The  blood  of  his  deliverer 
spurted  over  the  garments  of  Morrice; 
the  unhappy  youth  uttered  a  piercing  cry, 
and  bowing  upon  the  neck  of  his  horse, 
slipped  bleeding  over  his  side.  From 
that  moment  all  was  confusion  in  the 
thoughts  of  Morrice  :  a  medley  of  incon- 
gruous images  passed  through  his  brain. 
The  page  had  spoken.  Had  terror  loosened 
his  tongue,  like  the  son  of  Croesus  ? 
This  was  the  chief  image — but  thinking 

n2 


148  PONTEFRACT    CASTLE. 

was  useless  :  the  boy  lay  under  the  horses' 
feet,  and  to  leap  from  his  own  and  be  at 
his  side  was  the  first  and  only  impulse  of 
Morrice.  He  caught  and  raised  him  in 
his  arms,  and  struggling  with  the  pre- 
cious burthen  through  the  clamorous 
press,  attempted  to  place  him  on  his 
steed.  Thrice  he  rose  from  the  ground, 
and  thrice  he  staggered  and  slipped  in 
the  blood-soaked  soil.  God  of  Heaven  1 
what  an  eternity  of  thought  was  in  that 
moment !  The  boy's  Spanish  hat  had 
fallen  off,  and  lay  weltering  in  the  red 
current  at  his  feet  ;  his  raven  black  hair, 
loosened  by  the  shock,  streamed  over  his 
shoulders,  and  was  daggled  in  the  same 
terrible  stream.  Unmindful  of  the  fierce 
Btra^^le  round  him,  and  of  a  wound 
%v[uch  he  at  the  same  moment  had  receiv- 
ed, Morrice  hastily  tore  off  his  cravat, 
and  loosened  the  buttons  of  his  vest. — 
Y^hat  a  sight  v^as  there !  that  page,  that 
self-devoted  attendant — that  deliverer — 
was  a  female.     He  groaned,  but  remem- 
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bered  nothing  more.  A  powerful  blow, 
which  fell  at  that  moment  on  the  back  of 
his  iron  casque,  relaxed  his  nerves  al- 
ready exhausted  by  excessive  fatigue  and 
excitement.  He  fell,  and  remembered 
nothing  but  a  wild  congeries,  like  a  pain- 
ful dream,  of  being  trampled  under  horses' 
feet ;  of  dark  shadows  that  flitted  before 
his  eyes  ;  of  being  tortured  with  a  thirst 
that  appeared  to  burn  his  tongue,  and 
wither  up  his  palate.  When  he  recover- 
ed, he  found  himself  lying  upon  his  own 
bed  in  the  room  which  he  occupied  in 
Pontefract  Castle.  His  first  sensations 
were  those  of  a  man  suddenly  recalled 
from  a  disagreeable  dream,  the  subse- 
quent lethargic  oppression  of  which  indi- 
cates the  painful  scenes  it  has  conjured 
up,  without  defining  their  lineaments  and 
character.  Sir  John  Digby,  Sir  Hugh 
Carteret,  Paulden,  and  others  of  the  roy- 
alist chiefs,  were  standino;  round  his 
couch  absorbed  in  deep  sorrow,  which 
yielded  to  as  marked  a  joy  on  the  first 
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symptoms  of  his  revival.  The  colonel 
strove  to  rise  in  his  bed  to  greet  them, 
and  express  his  thanks,  but  they  prevent- 
ed him. 

*'  Keep  yourself  quiet,  my  dear  colonel, 
for  this  day  :  you  have  had  the  narrowest 
escape  from  destruction  that  perhaps  ever 
occurred  ;  but  as  you  are  but  slightly 
wounded,  and  only  bruised  by  the  tramp- 
ling of  the  horses'  feet,  from  whence 
Paulden  and  Austwicke  dragged  you, 
your  medical  attendant  says,  that  you  will 
feel  yourself  quite  well  towards  the  even- 
ing by  means  of  the  operation  of  a  com- 
posing draught." 

"  But  the  page?"  said  Morrice,  start- 
ing up,  and  looking  round  with  desperate 
vehemence. 

Sir  John  Digby  turned  away. 

"  My  dear  governor,"  said  Paulden, 
'-  you  must  not  discompose  yourself  with 
these  questions— we  are  forbid  to  answer 
them  :  but  place  confidence  in  Heaven, 
and  all  will  yet  be  well.     Courage  1  with 
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the  help  of  God  and  our  good  swords, 
we  may  yet  be  able  to  baffle  the  enemy's 
malignancy." 

So  saying,  without  allowing  him  to  dis- 
compose himself  by  any  eifort  to  reply, 
they  left  him  to  the  care  of  the  surgeon, 
and  the  influence  of  cordials  and  resto- 
ratives. By  their  re-invigorating  aid,  Mor- 
rice  soon  found  himself  so  much  better  as 
to  rise  in  bed,  and  towards  evening  he 
sunk  into  a  gentle  refreshing  sleep :  at  least 
so  it  appeared  to  be  for  the  first  few 
hours.  But  at  length  his  teeming  fancy, 
which  had  been  diverted  during  his  w^ak- 
ing  intervals  from  dwelling  on  the  events 
of  the  past  day,  began  to  re-act  and  con- 
jure them  up  before  him  with  all  the  vi- 
vidness and  agony  of  reality.  Again  he 
thought  himself  in  the  midst  of  the  tu- 
multuous charge,  alternately  assaulting 
and  defending.  Again  he  saw  the  me- 
nacing faces  of  assailant  dragoons  ;  again 
exulted  in  his  own  superior  strength  and 
dexterity  ;  and  heard  the  thrilling  words 
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behind  him,  and  saw  the  descending  sa- 
bre and  the  ghastly  wound.  As  the  bit- 
ter recollection  rushed  upon  his  memory, 
lie  shook  convulsively,  and  starting  up  in 
bed,  called  violently  for  Henrico.  At  the 
same  moment,  vv^hether  it  was  that  his 
perceptions  were  not  thoroughly  disen- 
tangled from  sleep,  or  that  his  teeming 
fancy  deluded  him,  he  saw,  or  thought 
he  saw,  the  spirit  of  that  much-loved 
form  before  him,  with  a  countenance  of 
deadly  paleness,  and  replete  with  re- 
proach. At  this  sight,  his  agony  got  the 
better  of  his  remain ino^  weakness,  and 
leaping  from  the  bed  he  threw  himself  to- 
wards the  imaginary  object — 

''  Oh,  Matilda !"  he  exclaimed,  ''  ador- 
ed and  separated  portion  of  myself,  with- 
out whom  life  is  a  burthen,  is  it  thus  I 
have  discovered  thee  once  more  to  be  again 
for  ever  dissevered  ?" 

He  found  that  he  was  addressing  va- 
cancy:  but  his  hand  had  unconsciously 
grasped  his  military  cloak,  which  lay  cou'-^ 
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fusedly  over  his  dented  and  battered  cui- 
rass.    There  was  blood  upon  it — Alas  ! 
he  recognised  it  too   well :    it  was   the 
blood  that  issued  from  that  wound — had 
followed  the  stroke  of  that  ''  iron  wliich 
had  entered  into  his  soul."     The  veil  of 
his  destiny  was  now   partially  removed, 
the  spots  which  he  saw  upon  his  raiment 
was  the  life's  blood  of  his  adored  Matil- 
da,   of   that  extraordinary   girl,    whose 
love,  *'  strong  as  death,"  had  led  her  to 
sacrifice  herself  for   him.     The   terrible 
sight  fell  with  a  spasmodic  violence  on 
his  senses,  and  he  sunk  on  the   ground 
into  a  w^elcome  oblivion.     The  noise  of 
his   fall,    his   exclamations  and   groans, 
recalled  his  friends  into  the  room,  who.  on 
hearing  him  calling  by  turns  on  Henrico 
and  Matilda,  conceived  that  his  mind  was 
perturbed  by  a  temporary  delirium.    But 
as  Morrice  recovered,  some  suspicions  of 
the  truth,  as  it  concerned  the  page,  broke 
upon  their  minds;  and  though  it  was  but 
too  probable  that  the  unfortunate  girl  had 
h5 
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been  crushed  to  death  under  the  slain,  yet 
as  neither  Paulden  nor  the  remnant  of  the 
party  that  escaped  were  witnesses  of  the 
fact,  they  deemed  it  more  prudent  to  dis- 
guise that  probability  from  Morrice,  inti- 
mating a  hope  which  the  patient  was  at 
last  deluded  to  believe  (for  hope  catches 
at  a  straw),  that  the  page  was  either  re- 
mounted and  escaped ;  or  taken  prisoner. 
In  either  of  which  cases  she  would  re- 
ceive due  attention,  or  be  without  the 
reach  of  danger. 

To  have  remarked  the  anxiety  and 
sympathy  with  which  the  diminished  rem- 
nant of  the  brave  garrison,  attended  on 
Morrice,  no  one  could  have  conceived  that 
they  had  all  placed  themselves  by  his  side 
within  the  jaws  of  voluntary  destruction. 
All  their  thoughts  were  centered  in  him  : 
none  directed  to  themselves :  and  will- 
ingly would  they  have  shared  death  with 
him  :  for  they  considered  his  loss  as  the 
loss  of  their  cause,  and  that  was  a  loss 
greater  than  the  extinction  of  life.  Nor  did 
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they,  reduced  and  enfeebled  as  they  were, 
desire  to  withdraw  the  pledge  they  had 
given  ;  but  resolved  on  the  following  day 
when  the  granted  truce  expired  to  make  one 
final  desperate  sally  with  him,  and  perish 
side  by  side.  It  was  affecting  to  behold 
that  generous  band,  emaciated  in  their 
persons — enfeebled  in  their  steps — many 
of  them  wounded,  and  others  worn  down 
by  fatigue,  and  to  contrast  those  charac- 
teristics with  their  clear  and  cheerful 
courage,  their  proud  sense  of  honor,  and 
inexhaustible  fidelity.  Amidst  the  bat- 
tered fragments  of  Pontefract,  they  ap- 
peared like  spirits,  haunting  the  scene  of 
their  former  exploits,  but  still  mighty  spirits 
Hke  the  fallen  angels  of  Milton.  Equal  to 
them  in  resolution,  but  how  unlikC;  in 
principle  and  cause ! 

"  Yet  faithful  liow  they  stood, 
Their  glory  withered  :   as  when  Heaven's  fire 
Hath  scath'd  the  forest  o^ks  or  mountain  pines 
With  singed  top,  their  stately  growth,  tho'  ba?^ 
Stands  on  the  blasted  heath." 
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However,  to  their  astonishment  and  joy, 
their  friend  appeared,  not  only  composed, 
but  recovered  from  the  effect  of  his 
bruises.  With  usual  alacrity  all  was 
ready  for  another  desperate  and  bloody 
encounter.  But  their  cheerful  spirit  of 
self  devotion  was  soon  changed  into  de- 
pression,  when  calling  them  to  him  he 
addressed  them  in  the  following  manner. 
'"My  dear  Sir  John,  you  are  too  zealous 
in  my  cause  1  Recollect  what  your  family 
expects  from  you,  and  what  your  country 
may  anticipate  at  some  more  favorable 
time  !  My  friends,  you  must  not  interpose  : 
you  oppress  me  w  ith  this  unwearied,  un- 
exampled kindness.  I  am  unworthy  of  it, 
nor  can  I  ever  repay  it.  Gentlemen,  ca- 
valiers, and  friends  :  your  conceptions  and 
actions  and  principles  are  so  elevated, 
that  a  part  of  their  reflection  falls  upon 
myself,  and  I  appear  in  addressing  you,  as 
if  I  were  rising  to  a  communication  wath 
beings  of  a  superior  world.  Listen  to  me. 
I  foresaw  your  resolution,  and  I  cannot 
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consent  to  waste  a  drop  more  of  such 
precious  blood  in  my  unworthy  cause. 
But  do  not  be  dejected.  I  have  thought 
of  a  scheme,  which  I  hope,  indeed,  which 
I  feel  conildent,  will  have  a  successful 
issue.  Shall  I  purchase  a  temporary  and 
weak  remission  from  death  by  your  ex- 
posure ;  by  the  effusion  of  your  blood,  for 
every  drop  of  which  I  would  gladly  drain 
out  my  own  ?  Never  gentlemen  !  Never  ! 
honor,  humanity,  friendship,  alike,  forbid 
it.  This  then  is  my  scheme.  Among  the 
passages  branching  out  from  the  bottom 
of  the  keep,  there  is  a  recess — " 

'*'  Stay  a  moment;"  interrupted  Sir  John 
Digby :  '^  this  fact  accounts  for  the  eva- 
sion of  Ignatius  Carteret ;  he  has  suddenly 
disappeared  from  the  castle,  no  one  knows 
how :  and  as  I  do  not  believe  in  his  super- 
natural gifts,  it  is  probable  that  means  of 
the  colonel's  escape  are  still  open." 

"No!  my  dear  Sir  John,"  replied  Mor- 
rice,  "  the  idea  is  hopeless  ;  therefore  it  is 
useless  to  waste  time  upon  it.    Whatever 
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ajecret  knowledge  of  the  structure  of  the 
castle,  that  bad  man  may  have  acquired 
(and  I  am  now  well  convinced  that  he 
was  all  along  in  league  with  the  enemy) 
I  know  not.  But  the  passage  which  ac- 
cident betrayed  to  me,  is  no  longer  open. 
I  caused  it  to  be  broken  up  from  a  vague 
suspicion  that  it  was  the  means  of  some 
such  intrigues.  No,  gentlemen,  there  are 
no  hopes  in  that  direction.  The  other  pas- 
sage I  allude  to  has  no  outward  issue,  but  it 
is  so  concealed  in  the  solid  masonry  of  the 
foundation  that  it  would  scarcely  ever  be 
guessed  at,  much  less  searched.  Within 
this  passage  tliere  is  a  narrow^  stone  cham- 
ber of  convenient  height,  thoroughly  dry, 
and  w  anting  nothing  but  the  admission  of 
liorht  to  render  it  comfortable.  I  have 
been  told  by  the  only  person  in  the  se- 
cret," he  continued  colouring  as  he  spoke, 
^^  that  it  was  built  by  the  Norman  Lacies 
with  a  view  to  a  similar  purpose  as  that 
to  which  I  am  going  to  apply  it.  Even  if 
accident  led  any  person  into  tlie  p^tssage 
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from  whence  it  opens,  the  access  to  it  is 
so  artfully  concealed  by  a  projecting  but- 
tress, and  placed  at  so  great  a  heighth  in 
the  wall  that  it  would  batfle  the  most  re- 
fined and  persevering  search.  In  this 
chamber  I  propose  concealing  myself." 

'•  Concealing  yourself!"  was  the  gene- 
ral exclamation,  '^  impossible,  colonel!" 

''  I  am  serious.  The  scheme,  gentle- 
men. I  assure  you,  is  perfectly  free  from 
risk.  It  is,  however,  necessary  to  disarm 
the  enemy's  suspicion,  and  for  this  pur- 
pose, I  should  recommend  you  to  make  a 
false  demonstration  of  sally  in  o-,  and  after- 
wards to  set  up  a  great  shout  from  the 
walls  ;  declaring  that  I,  as  well  as  the  rest, 
had  now  succeeded  in  making  my  escape. 
You  will  then  let  the  enemy's  major- 
general  know  that  now  you  have  satisfied 
your  honour  upon  that  point,  you  are 
ready,  at  the  time  prescribed,  to  surren- 
der the  castle,  on  the  terras  proposed.  Do 
so,  fearlessly  ;  I  stake  my  life — nay,  that 
is  nothing;  but  I  impawn  my  honour  on 
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the  issue.     Abide  by  these  instructions, 
and  leave  the  rest  to  me.  Perhaps  it  may 
happen  that  this  castle  will  be  razed  to 
the  ground  ;  indeed,  I  have  great  reason 
for  supposing  that  the  Parliament  are  re- 
solved upon  this — it  has  always  been  a 
rallying  point  to  the  loyal  spirits  of  the 
North,  and  it  will  suit  the  powers  that 
are,  to  sweep  away  so  troublesome  a  me- 
mento.    Therefore,  if  it  should  happen, 
express  no  fear  for  my  safety  ;  leave  me 
to  the  hands  of  God.     It  is  very  possible 
that,  immediately  after  the  rasure  of  the 
(castle,  the  enemy  will  evacuate  the  place, 
and  Join  the  forces  of  my  friend,  Sir  Tho- 
mas Fairfax,  who  I  knovv^   is   my  secret 
well-wisher.     The  field  will  then  be  per- 
fectly free  for  ray  escape  ;  and  I  think  I 
may  depend  upon   obtaining  many  zea- 
lous auxiliaries  in  directing  my  way  to 
Montrose,  who  is  said  to  be,  at  this  time, 
dt  iving  Argyle  before  him  in  total  confu- 
sion." 

The  scheme  thus  unfolded  by  IMorrice 
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appeared  to  the  cavaliers  too  pregnant  with 
risk,  and  of  too  romantic  a  character  : 
there  were  still  some  objections  made, 
but  their  friend's  overpowering  genius, 
his  former  wonderful  successes,  and 
the  full  confidence  with  which  he  now 
spoke,  contributed  to  silence  all  scruples. 
It  w^as  agreed,  that  their  beloved  gover- 
nor should  be  walled  up  within  this  living 
sepulchre,  supplied  with  a  light,  and  a 
sufficient  quantity  of  provisions,  and  that 
afterwards  immediate  steps  should  be 
taken  for  putting  the  castle  into  Lam- 
bert's hands. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

Hark  !  Music  in  the  air  !  Under  the  earth, 

It  signs  well,  does  it  not? 

No. 

Anthony  and  Cleopatra. 

A  CONTEMPORARY  historiaii,  whose  au- 
thenticity is  undoubted,  gives  the  follow- 
ing account  of  the  very  romantic  trans- 
action alluded  to  in  the  foregoing  chap- 
ter :  which  is  correct^  with  one  trifling  ex- 
ception. ''  The  buildings  of  the  castle 
were  very  wide  and  spacious,  and  there 
were  great  store  of  waste  stones,  from 
some  walls  which  had  fallen  down.  They 
found  a  convenient  place,  which  was 
likely  to  be  least  visited,  and  there  they 
walled  up  their  friend,  in  such  a  manner 
that  he  had  air  to  sustain  himy  and  vic- 
tuals enough  to  feed  him  for  a  month,  in 
which  time  they  hoped  he  might  be  able 
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to  escape.  And  this  being  done,  they 
opened  their  ports  ;  and,  afier  Lambert 
liad  caused  a  strict  inquisition  to  be  made 
for  those  six,  none  of  which  he  did  be- 
lieve in  truth  had  escaped,  and  was  sa- 
tisfied that  none  of  them  were  among 
those  that  came  out,  he  received  the  rest 
very  civilly,  and  observed  his  promise 
punctually,  and  did  not  seem  sorry  that 
die  six  gallant  gentlemen,  as  he  called 
them,  had  escaped." 

Thus  far  Clarendon,  with  whom  one  of 
the  heroes  of  our  story  coincides.  Thelatter 
however,  confounds  the  recess  in  which 
they  were  entombed,  with  the  secret  M^ay 
discovered  by  Morrice,  intimating  that  it 
was  his  friend's  intention  to  surprise  the 
castle  by  that  passage,  at  some  future 
time.  But  he  appears  to  have  forgot  that 
the  channel  of  escape,  he  speaks  of,  was 
no  longer  free,  and  that  if  it  had  been,  the 
escape  of  the  proscribed  six  might  have 
been  made  without  the  least  danger.  He 
also  Speaks  of  two  persons  being  enclosed 
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— but  the  cause  of  that  report  will  ap- 
pear in  the  course  of  the  following  nar- 
rative. 

There  is  a  similar  recess  now  remain- 
ing in  Knaresborough  Castle,  a  fabric 
erected  by  the  same  Norman  Lacies,  and 
to  which  Dame  Shipton  alludes.  For  a 
considerable  time  after  Pontefract  Castle 
was  dismantled,  there  still  remained  a 
standino;  monument  of  this  livino;  en- 
tombment  and  extraordinary  emancipa- 
tion. About  half-way,  in  the  middle  of 
a  subterraneous  passage,  leading  from 
the  mound  which  forms  the  base  of  the 
castle-yard  into  the  bottom  of  the  moat, 
was  to  be  seen  in  the  time  of  ilnne  a  re- 
cess, about  three  feet  and  a  half  high,  and 
three  feet  wide,  penetrating  the  solid  ma- 
sonry to  the  depth  of  about  twenty  feet  ; 
at  the  end  was  a  stone  bench,  large 
enough  for  two  persons  :  there  were  also 
the  remains  of  an  iron  gate  in  one  angle 
supposed  to  have  admitted  air :  but  the 
place  was  otherwise  perfectly  dark. 
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Thus  *^  inurned  in  his  living  sepul- 
chre," Mori  ice  patiently  awaited  the  pe- 
riod of  his  Hberation.  He  had  no  means 
of  distinguishing  the  day  from  night,  but, 
by  the  increased  bustle  and  tumult  over- 
head, and  although  he  had  a  light,  he 
cautiously  avoided  burning  it  at  any  other 
time  than  what  he  supposed  to  be  the  day, 
aware,  that  chinks  or  crevices  might  have 
escaped  his  search,  which  might  betray 
him  to  his  enemies.  During  the  whole 
of  the  lingering  hours  of  the  first  day,  he 
heard  indistinct  voices  and  distant  foot- 
steps, w^hich  he  concluded  to  be  a  part  of 
the  enemy,  trying  to  discover  his  hiding- 
place.  Frequently  as  the  loose  stones 
with  which  the  door  of  his  retreat  had 
been  blocked  up,  rolled  down  with  the 
shock  of  the  motions  above,  he  expected 
to  see  his  vindictive  enemies  throwing 
down  the  feeble  barrier  between  him  and 
destruction,  and  lifting  their  glittering 
poniards,  and  exhibiting  their  minacious 
countenances.     But  during  the  night  of 
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the  first  day,  the  search  appeared  to  have 
slackened,  and  he  only  heard,  during  long 
intervals,  the  distant  revelry  and  boiste- 
rous mirth  of  the  triumphant  soldiers. — 
Tow^ards  morning,  as  he  had  just  sunk 
into  an  unrefreshing  slumber,  he  was 
awakened  by  a  singular  noise,  which  ap- 
peared to  be  near  him.  He  listened  atten- 
tively, and  could  distinctly  hear,  what 
appeared  to  be  the  breathing  of  some 
person  close  at  hand,  followed  by  a  low, 
continued  murmuring,  which  seemed  to 
proceed  without  intermission.  Having 
no  light,  he  could  distinguish  nothing 
within  the  range  of  his  dismal  living  tomb: 
but,  a  few  seconds  convinced  him  that  the 
incomprehensible  noise  did  not  proceed 
from  the  narrow  precincts  in  which  he 
was  :  but  from  beneath.  Led  by  this  in- 
ference, and  stimulated  by  mingled  awe 
and  curiosity,  he  got  upon  the  stone 
bench,  and  placed  his  ear  to  the  grating, 
which,  as  he  observed,  covered  a  small  de- 
scending vent-hole.    From   that  position 
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he  distinctly  heard  the  accents  of  a  man's 
▼oice,  reading  in  a  low  tone  ;  and  he  fan- 
cied he  distinguished  also  the  breathing^s 
of  people  near  him.  It  was  evidently  a 
kind  of  service  that  he  heard,  derived  ap- 
parently from  scripture,  but  wild,  irregu- 
lar, and  unlike  any  thing  of  the  kind  that 
had  ever  before  smote  on  his  ear.  He 
listened,  and  heard  the  voice  enouncing, 
in  a  loud  tone,  the  following  query : — 

''What  is  it  you  see?"  and  imme- 
diately a  chorus  of  many  voices,  like  the 
tumbling  of  distant  billows  on  their  rocky 
couch,  responded — 

''  We  see  a  lion  issuing  from,  a  wood, 
and  a  wounded  eagle  awaiting  his  ap- 
proach." 

Then  the  single  voice,  in  the  same  mo- 
notonous syllabic  tone,  proceeded  with 
the  following  lecture  : — 

''  And  I  beheld !  and  lo  !  a  roaring  lion 
came  out  of  a  wood,  and  I  saw  that  he 
sent  forth  a  man's  voice  unto  the  eagle, 
and  said  :  Hear    thou — I  would  confer 
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with  thee  !  Art  thou  rxot  the  remnant  of 
the  four  beasts  whom  I  caused  to  reign  in 
my  rule  till  the  end  of  the  times  ?  And, 
behold,  the  fourth  came,  and  overcame 
all  the.  beasts  that  were  past,  and  had 
power  over  the  world,  w^ith  great  fearful- 
iiess,  and  over  the  whole  circle  of  the 
earth,  with  much  wicked  oppression.  For 
the  earth  hast  thou  not  judged  with  truth ! 
Tlicrefore,  appear  no  more  thou  eagle, 
with  thy  horrible  wings,  and  thy  wretched 
feathers,  and  thy  malicious  body,  and  thy 
cruel  claws,  and  thy  vile  heads  1  That  all 
the  earth  may  repent  and  return,  being 
delivered  from  thy  oppression,  and  hope 
for  my  judgment,  and  await  the  changing 
of  the  times,  and  the  ending  of  the 
world;' 

The  voice  paused — an  unbreathing 
?siience  followed;  while  Morrioe,  enclosed 
in  darkness,  strained  his  ear  to  catch 
M  hat  might  ensue,  lie  recognised  that 
the  lecture  was  a  portion  of  scripture, 
but  rejected  as  apocryphal  by  the  church, 
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and  attributed  by  the  fathers  to  some  of 
the  gnostic  heretics  ;  at  the  same  time  a 
recollection  of  the  story  that  he  had  heard 
from  Sir  Arthur  Beaumont,  recurred  to 
his  mind.  What  followed,  confirmed  his 
conjecture.  llie  chorus  of  many  voices 
now  burst  forth  again,  and  repeated  a 
kind  of  formula  whicli  appeared  to  him 
to  be  a  kind  of  creed;  it  was  in  Latin, 
and  from  what  he  could  distinguish,  a 
confession  of  cabbalistical  dogmas.  The 
same  unbreathing  silence  followed,  and 
then  his  ears  were  saluted  by  the  sym- 
phony of  instruments  and  voices  which  ap- 
pealed to  him  perfectly  celestial ;  though 
breathed  like  the  '*  voice  of  witchcraft 
from  the  earth.' 

Ah,  me  !  what  hand  can  touch  the  string  so  fine  ? 

Who  up  the  lofty  Diapason  roll, 
Such  sweet,  such  sad,  such  solemn  airs  divine, 

Then  let  them  down  again  into  the  soul? 
Now  rising'  Love  they  lann'd— now  pleasing  dole, 

VOL.  III.  I 


ITO  PONTEFRACT    CASTLE. 

They  breath'd  in  tender  musings  through  the  heart; 
And  now  a  graver,  sacred  strain  they  stole, 

As  when  seraphic  hands  an  hymn  impart, 
Wild-warbling  nature  all,  above  the  reach  of  art. 

While  he  hung  upon  the  enchanting 
inmelody  of  this  strange  concert,  he  heard 
a  voice  which  beat  upon  the  pulses  of 
his  heart.  '  Was  it  possible  ?  it  must  be 
a  delusion  of  sorcery !  it  resembled  the 
silver  voice  of  Matilda  Cottrell — that  voice 
on  which  he  had  so  often  hung  absorbed 
imi  rapture.  Well  for  him,  if,  like  Ulys- 
ses, he  could  have  formerly  closed  his  ears 
against  the  sweet  but  fatal  enchantment ; 
but  now  he  made  an  effort  to  drive  away  the 
''  busy  meddling  thought,"  and  to  believe 
himself  deluded  by  his  ever  harping  fancy. 
The  voice,  whoever  it  belonged  to,  sung 
in  transporting  recitative,  the  song  of 
Miriam  ''  Sing  ye  to  the  Lord  for  he  has 
triumphed  gloriously,  for  the  horse  and 
the  rider  hath  he  thrown  into  the  sea." 
A  crash  of  instruments  followed,  and  the 
whole  chorus  chimed  in  with  the  trium- 
phant song. 
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When  the  anthem  ceased,  it  left  a 
painful  void  upon  the  ear  ;  another  voice 
then  resumed  the  formula  of  the  com- 
mencino;  service,  the  apocryphal  nature  of 
which  Morrice  again  recognized.  The 
rites  accompanying  it  appeared  to  him, 
as  far  as  he  could  conjecture,  not  far 
short  of  positive  idolatry.  It  began  with 
a  wild  and  incoherent  enquiry  as  before^ 
"  What  see'st  thou  in  the  dark  bosom  of 
the  void  ?" 

''  We  see,"  answered  the  fall  chorus  of 
voices,  upsvvelling  like  a  tide  "a magni- 
ficent illuminated  temple  having  a  portico 
with  seven  pillars." 

A  rush  followed  as  of  people  fall- 
ing prostrate,  and  then  the  voice  of 
the  original  lecturer  went  on. — *  Wis- 
dom hath  builded  her  house,  and  set 
up  her  seven  pillars.  She  has  sent 
forth  her  maidens,  and  cryeth  upcn  the 
highest  places  of  the  city.  I  was  set  up 
from  everlasting,  from  the  beginning, 
or  ever  the  earth  was.  The  Lord  pos- 
i2 
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sessed  rae  from  the  beginning,  before  his 
works  of  old.  Then  was  I  by  him,  as 
one  brought  up  withhira,  and  I  was  daily 
his  delight,  rejoicing  always  before  him. 
In  the  beginning  when  the  earth  was 
made,  before  the  borders  of  the  world 
stood,  or  ever  the  wind  blew.'  ■ ' 

And  the  chorus  answered,  '^  Hear  this 
Oh  Heavens  !  and  give  ear,  oh  earth  !" 

The  single  voice  then  resumed.  ^'  Before 
the  fair  flowers  were  seen,  or  ever  the 
moveable  powers  were  established;  be- 
fore the  innumerable  multitude  of  spirits 
were  assembled,  or  ever  the  heights  of 
the  air  were  lifted  up,  or  the  measures  of 
the  firmament  were  named  ;  before  the 
past  years  were  sought  out,  and  the  in-^ 
mentions  of  the  wicked  were  turned,  and 
before  they  were  sealed,  that  have  ga- 
thered faith  as  a  treasure." 

The  chorus  again  responded — "  Hear 
this,  Oh  Heavens  !  &c;' 

Another  pause  now  ensued,  and  the 
accents   of   a   voice    which   echoed  like 
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distant  thunder,  repeated  the  following 
unintelligible  prophecy,  which  Morrice 
remembered,  because  it  had  roused  the 
phrenzy  of  the  Rosycrucian  Cabbalist 
Fludd. 

':  Behold  the  day  is  nigh,  that  I  will 
begin  to  visit  those  upon  the  earth  !  In 
that  day  the  keepers  of  the  house  shall 
tremble,  and  strong  men  shall  behumbled : 
and  the  grinders  cease,  because  the  corn 
is  small,  and  those  that  look  out  of  the 
windows  shall  be  darkened.  And  the 
doors  shall  be  shut  in  the  streets,  when 
the  sound  of  the  grinding  is  low,  and 
one  shall  rise  up  at  the  voice  of  the  bird, 
and  all  the  daughters  of  music  shall  be 
brought  low.  And  terrors  shall  be  in  the 
path,  and  the  almond-tree  shall  flourish, 
and  the  grasshopper  shall  be  a  burden, 
and  desire  shall  fail,  because  man  goeth 
to  his  long  home;  and  the  mourners  are 
in  the  streets.  Or  ever  the  silver  cord  be 
loosed,  or  the  golden  bowl  be  broken,  or 
the  pitcher  be  fractured  at  the  fountain. 
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or  the  wheel  be  broken  at  the  cistern. 
Then  shall  the  dust  return  to  the  earth  as 
it  was,  and  the  spirit  to  God  who  gave 
it." 

During  the  repetition  of  these  oral 
hieroglyphics,  there  were  several  pauses 
made  by  the  lecturer,  and  the  whirring  of 
machines,  as  if  the  symbol  was  at  the 
same  time  pictorially  represented  to  the 
eye. 

A  longer  silence  than  before  ensued — 
again  the  heavenly  symphony  arose,  and 
a  multitude  of  voices  sung  the  Ntmc 
Dimittis ;  there  was  then  a  rushing  as  of 
people  retiring,  and  all  was  buried  in 
orig-inal  silence  and  oblivion. 

For  three  days,  Morrice  heard  a  repe- 
tition of  this  singular  ritual  nearly  at  the 
same  time.  On  the  third  day  a  circum- 
stance pregnant  with  more  pressing  dan- 
ger, absorbed  the  whole  of  his  attention. 
He  was  roused  from  sleep  by  an  unbro- 
ken clamour,  sounding  like  the  dissolu- 
tion of  nature  ;  a  continued  roar,   loud 
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and  pealing,    as   the    most   tremendous 
thunder,  saluted  his  ears,  mingled  with 
the  crash  of  falling  masses  overhead,  and 
the  loud  braying  of  drums,  trumpets,  and 
military  music.     It  was  evident  that  the 
anticipated  work  of  destruction  was  be- 
gun ;  it  was  not  to  be  doubted  that  the 
parliament,  was  enforcing  its  decree  of 
vengeance  and  levelling  the  princely  fabric 
of   Pontefract    Castle    with  the    earth. 
The  tremendous  uproar  which   was  thus 
kept  up  over  the  head  of  Morrice  with- 
out intermission,  would  have  shaken  the 
nerves  of  a  stronger  man  ;  the  volleys  of 
the  battering  train,  the  outcries   of  the 
pioneers,  the  crash  of  collapsing  towers, 
the  fall  of  gigantic  fragments,  and   the 
quick  bursting  explosion  of  mines  bore  no 
inadequate  similitude    to   the  fnial    dis- 
solution of  the  world.     Indeed  the    de- 
struction was   a  pledge  and  consequence 
of  an  uprooted  system,  and  of  the  dissolu- 
tion of  law  and  order  into  primitive  chaos. 
Nor  did  Morrice,  like  the   ^^  just  man," 
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sublimely  celebrated  by  Horace,  hear 
the  appalling  crash  with  unconcern.  Loose 
fragments  of  mortar,  or  bricks,  or  stone, 
came  pouring  down  every  moment  from 
the  roof  at  each  successive  shock  of  the 
falling  battlements  :  and  at  last  a  crumb- 
ling angle  of  the  wall  of  his  prison,  shewed 
that  it  could  not  bear  up  against  the  con- 
stantly accumulated  weight.  Indeed  the 
colonel  was  perfectly  aware  how  impos- 
sible it  was  that  the  strong'  ceil  in  sf  of  his 
vault,  how-ever  solid,  could  long  resist 
such  reiterated  shocks.  Expecting  there- 
fore, every  moment  to  be  buried  under 
the  fragments  of  some  marble  avalanche, 
and  to  mingle  his  ashes  with  the  last 
fragments  of  royalty's  mausoleum,  he  pre- 
pared himself  as  calmly  as  possible  to 
meet  his  extraordinary  destiny.  A  yawn- 
ing cleft  in  the  masonry  above  the  seat 
had  already  been  made  near  the  ceiling 
of  his  little  dungeon,  and  he  was  kneel- 
ing in  prayer,  with  his  hands  stretched 
upon   his  stony  couch     when  suddenly 
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the  tumult  ceased,  and  an  unbroken  calm 
succeeded  to  the  confused  din  and  discor- 
dant uproar  over  head. 

But  what  was  the  prisoner  to  do  ? 
From  the  enclosed  ark  in  which  this 
champion  of  royalty  had  found  refuge 
amidst  surrounding  desolation,  there 
was  no  dove  of  peace,  no  messenger  to 
go  forth  and  inform  him  when  he  might 
issue  therefrom  in  safety.  But  tired  of 
suspence,  about  nightfall,  on  the  fourth 
day,  he  cautiously  pushed  down  the  bar- 
rier of  stones  which  closed  up  the  recess, 
and  advancing  along  the  well  known 
passage  of  the  keep,  which  had  been  the 
scene  of  so  many  memorable  events,  he 
emerged  without  meeting  any  interrup- 
tion into  the  castle  yard. 

If  I  had  said,  what  had  been  the 
castle  yard  I  should  have  been  more  cor- 
rect :  for  the  old  things  in  the  scriptural 
language  of  the  times,  had  indeed  passed 
away  and  the  new  were  come.  God  of 
Heaven !  what  a  desolation  did  his  eye  rest 
i5 
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upon.  Of  Pontefract  Castle,  the  proud 
monument  of  Norman  and  regal  power, 
nothing  remained  but  a  confused  mass 
of  crumbled  ruins.  Well  might  it  strike 
the  mind  of  Morrice,  that  he  gazed  upon 
the  type  of  monarchy  extinct,  and  of  re- 
volution triumphant.  It  was  indeed  the 
constant  text  of  the  levellers  realized, 
and  '  the  mountain  had  become  a  plain.' 
It  was  an  example  of  that  rasa  tabula^ 
which,  if  not  the  avowed  object,  is 
the  certain  result  o^pseudo  reform.  Pon- 
tefract was  a  heap,  '  The  line  of  confu- 
sion had  been  stretched  upon  it,  and  the 
stones  of  emptiness  !'  The  mighty  fabric 
whose  well  jointed  and  colossal  materials 
had  defied,  and  would  have  still  defied, 
the  united  energies  of  war  and  time, 
was  like  the  men  who  erected  it — a 
nothing. 

There  remained  alone  the  prodigious 
mound  on  which  the  keep  was  built, 
like  a  crumbling  pyramid,  in  whose 
rocky  womb  the  subterraneous  passages 
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of  darkness  were  now  closed  for  ever.  Like 
that,  it  remained,  with  the  fragments  of 
its  former  mao^nificence  strewed  over  its 
surface  and  its  feet:  still  declaring  to 
future  times,  what  it  had  once  been  :  or 
like  a  shoal  bank,  which  the  tempest  has 
left  bestrewed  with  the  wreck  of  some  gal- 
lant ship,  recording  the  termination  of  a 
constitution  beg-irt  bv  the  oaken  beams 
which  had  borne  the  attrition  of  a  thou- 
sand years. 

The  sun  w^as  settino^as  Colonel  Mor- 
rice,  seated  on  the  edge  of  the  mound, 
nearly  on  tiie  same  spot  where  he  stood 
at  the  opening  of  this  tale,  surveyed  the 
melancholy  and  desponding  change. 
There  was  a  heavy  mist  upon  the 
prospect,  and  the  feint  yellow  face  of  the 
autumnal  sun,  looking  dimly,  and  shorn 
of  his  beams,  through  the  vapoury  impe- 
diment, harmonized  but  too  happily 
both  with  the  spectator's  feelings 
and  the  objects  he  surveyed.  Yet  tlie 
eye  of  that  gallant   man   now    stripped 
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of  every  thing,  and  more  desolate  tlian 
Deucaleon  upon  mount  Larnassus  after 
the  Flood,  (for  he  had  a  consoler,  and 
a  partner)  lost  not  its  lofty  confidence, 
nor  his  chest  its  full  and  energetic  ex- 
pansion. 


The  world  was  all  before  him,  where  to  choose 
His  place  of  rest,  and  Providence  his  guide. 

Thus  pensive  and  lonely  amidst  the 
dilapidated  theatre  of  high  achieve- 
ments, and  wrapped  in  his  cloak,  he  might 
have  reminded  the  spectator,  if  any 
such  had  been  there,  of  Marius,  soli- 
tary and  thoughtful  amidst  the  frag- 
ments of  Carthage.  But  there  was  no 
insane  revenge,  no  personal  fear  in  this 
brave  soldier's  heart.  The  wounds  of  his 
country,  and  tlie  exile  of  his  king  swept 
away  almost  every  other  thought.  So  ab- 
sorbed, indeed,  was  he  in  these  melancholy 
ruminations,  that  a  sound,  in  all  human 
probability  pregnant  with  his  destruction, 
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hardly  fell  upon  his  car.  It  was  a  dis- 
tant horse's  foot  at  a  full  gallop  :  he 
did  not  perceive  its  approach,  till  a  cui- 
rassier came  directly  in  front  of  him. 
The  man  leapt  instantly  from  his  horse, 
and  enquired  without  ceremony  if  he  was 
Colonel  Morrice?  The  ex-governor  did 
not  doubt  a  moment  that  he  was  on  the 
point  of  being  arrested,  and  laid  his 
hand  upon  his  sword  in  full  resolution 
rather  to  perish  than  surrender  ;  but  at 
the  same  time  he  courteously  acknow- 
ledged who  he  was. 

"Then"  replied  the  trooper,  ^*I  am 
desired  to  deliver  this  letter  to  you, 
with  all  possible  haste.  The  writer  will 
speak  for  himself" 

So  saying,  and  putting  the  letter  into 
Morrice' s  hands,  the  trooper  remounted 
his  horse  and  rode  off,  at  the  same  quick 
pace  that  he  came.  The  letter  was  from 
Ingolsby,  apprising  him  that  he  need  not 
be    under   any    immediate  alarm    from 
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Lambert,  as  he  had  marched  off  into  dis- 
tant quarteis  ;  and  appointing  a  meeting 
on  the  edge  of  Hatfield  Chace  at  ele- 
ven o'clock. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

Desolation  o'er  the  grass-grown  street 
Expands  his  raven  wings,  and  up  the  wall, 
Where  senates  once  the  price  of  Monarchs  doomed, 
Ilis.ses  the  gliding  snake  through  hoary  weeds 
That  clasp  the  mouldering  column. 
Say  !  does  thy  secret  soul  repine  to  taste 
The  big  distress?    or  would'st  thou  then  exchange 
Those  heart-ennobling  sorrows  for  the  lot 
Of  him  who  sits  amidst  the  gaudy  herd 
Of  mute  barbarians,  trembling  at  his  nod. 

Akenside. 

The  large  clock  of  Allhallows  had 
struck  ten  before  Morrice  ventured  to. 
leave  his  concealment  among  the  ruins 
of  Pontefract.  The  fog  had  dispersed, 
and  the  night  was  clear  and  beautiful.  In 
the  language  of  the  Celtic  bard,  "heaven 
waked  with  all  its  fires.'  The  winding 
and  transparent  Aire  sparkled  with  innu- 
merable   scintillations,  as  sometimes    it 
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stretched  its  silver  thread  by  the  unco- 
vered lawns,  and  white   turrets  of  some 
noble  villa  :  at  others  lost  itself  amidst 
the  dark  and  wavering  shade  of  aspens 
and  willows.     Not  a  sound  was  heard 
but  the  distant  baying  of  the  village  dog, 
and  not  a  breath  of  wind  w^as  up  to  sob 
through  the  surrounding  branches.   With 
many  a  heart  drawn  sigh,  Morrice,  in 
proceeding  along  the   road,   glanced  at 
the  white  chimney    of  his    once  happy 
residence,   glittering    in    the    moonlight 
through  the  now  yellow  poplar  trees,  and 
peering  above  the  thicker,  greener  foliage 
of  blossomed  arbustus,   in  which  it  was 
embowered.  It  was  a  resting  place,  he  was 
never  more  doomed  to  see,  and  the  pre- 
sentiment crossed  him,  while  he  uttered  an 
eternal  farewell.     As  he  proceeded  still 
further  upon  the  road,  he  had  to  encounter 
another  melancholy  memento,  which  rose 
to  bite  him  as  a  serpent  in  his  path.  Pas- 
sing by  a  narrow  avenue  of  trees,   he 
caught  a  view  of  the  hall  door  of  Colonel 
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Cottrel's  house.  All  was  silent  and  de- 
serted, the  windows  were  closed  as  well 
as  the  glass  door  of  the  hall,  and  there  was 
an  aspect  of  sepulchral  stillness  about  the 
edifice,  which  did  not  ill  accord  with  the 
tomb  to  which  his  living  heart  was  con- 
signed. He  felt,  without  knowing  the  co- 
incidence, the  concentration  of  idea  pa- 
thetically described  by  an  Arab  poet.  He 
felt  that  the  real  tomb  of  Matilda  Cottrell 
was  in  his  heart.  But  repressing  for- 
cibly the  ^'  thick  coming  fancies,"  which 
beset  him,  he  tore  himself  avAay  from  the 
spot  and  hurried  along  the  Hatfield  road 
towards  the  scene  of  appointment.  Leav- 
ing the  Don  with  its  low  flat  plains,  its 
dyked  up  streams,  and  Dutch  looking  sce- 
nery, he  turned  off  when  in  sight  of  Hatfield 
towards  those  extensive  moors,  which 
bound  the  country  to  the  North.  A  few 
minutes  more  led  him  to  the  scene  of  the 
mighty  and  sanguinary  battle  between 
the  christian  monarch  Edwin  and  the  pa- 
gan kings  Cadwalladar  and  Pen  da  :  Nor 
was  he  long  before  he  beheld  the  white 
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fragment  of  that  cross,  which  told  the  la- 
mentable issue  of  the  contest  to  the  better 
cause.  Thus  while  every  object  seemed  to 
deepen  the  tone  of  Morrice's  desponding 
feelings,  he  knelt  at  the  fragment  of  the 
cross,  and  offered  up  an  involuntary 
prayer. 

Is  it  thy  will,  oh  Father  of  the  world, 
that  wickedness  should  thus  beat  down 
virtue  :  that  thy  enemies  should  go  on 
adding  house  to  house,  oppressing  those 
tliat  are  better  than  themselves,  and 
throwing  down  the  old  land-marks  of 
society  ?  No !  I  will  never  think  so  ;  thou 
hast  said  in  thy  wisdom,  that  *'  those  who 
remove  the  bounds,  a  serpent  shall  sting 
them."  Is  thy  arm  shortened  that  it  can- 
not save  ?  I  know,  O  Lord,  that  thou  hast 
ordained  them  for  destruction,  and  esta- 
blished them  for  correction.  Never  will 
I  despair,  like  Brutus,  for  the  cause  of 
virtue  :  for  it  is  no  glimmering  ray  of 
philosophy  that  pours  its  light  upon  my 
path,  but  the  full  consummate  evidence 
of  manifested  truth.     It  is  no  imaginary 
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demon,  like  that  which  bore  up  the  confi- 
dence of  Socrates  ;  but  that  voice,  which 
thou  hast  promised  shall  constantly  go 
behind  thy  servants,  and  guide  them 
everlastingly  on  their  way." 

While  thus  the  train  of  Morrice's 
thoughts  gradually  sublimed  themselves 
into  the  language  of  prayer  and  commu- 
nication with  the  Father  of  all  things,  and 
this  effusion  of  his  heart  before  him,  with- 
out whose  will  ^^  no  sparrow  falls,"  re- 
invio-orated  his  couraoe :  a  fissure  close- 
ly  muffled  up  glanced  rapidly  in  the  moon- 
light beside  the  broken  cross,  and  ad- 
vanced towards  him,  cautiously  repeat- 
ing his  name.  It  w  as  not  Ingolsby,  as  he 
expected :  and  for  a  moment  he  was  start- 
led, not  recollecting  the  person  of  the 
speaker  ;  but  a  second  glance  reassured 
him. 

'^  Do  you  not  know  me,  colonel,"  said 
the  stranger,  *'  your  friend  and  partner 
in  distress?" 
•     "■  Good  heavens  I    Is   it  you,    Black- 
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burne?    Why   did   you   come  here?    I 
thought  you  had  secured  your  escape." 

*'  I  was  sent  by  Ingolsby,"  he  rejoined. 
"  That  noble  fellow  met  me  in  my  flight, 
and  saved  my  life  by  directing  me  out  of 
the  way  of  his  party.  A  jealous  espio- 
nage upon  him  prevents  his  keeping  his 
appointment ;  and  fearful  of  compromis- 
ing your  safety,  he  has  sent  by  me  what  he 
meant  to  have  delivered  himself:  these 
letters.  One  is  for  the  king,  avowing 
with  much  anguish,  as  he  told  me,  his 
liearty  repentance  for  the  constrained 
share  he  bore  in  the  late  dreadful  event. 
The  other  is  to  a  friend,  whom  he  has 
commissioned  to  get  us,  if  possible,  on 
board  a  ship  in  some  port  of  Lancashire, 
from  whence  we  may  reach  his  majesty 
at  the  Hague." 

''  I  shall  never  escape,  returned  Morrice, 
rest  assured  of  that :  the  snares  of  my  ene- 
my, I  am  convinced,  are  round  me,  and 
there  is  no  safety  for  me.  Neither  am  1  an- 
xious about  it ;  I  am  heartily  tired  of  this 
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miserable  stage,  and  of  the  chief  actors  who 
are  now  strutting  upon  it.  There  is  but 
one  last  duty  for  me  to  perform,  and  then 
to  die." 

^'  What  is  the  meaning  of  this  de- 
spondency ?"  enquired  Blackburne. — 
"  Surely  you  pin  no  faith  on  the  random 
predictions  of  an  insane  old  woman,  or 
the  detected  impostures  of  a  more  open 
knave.  You  place  no  credit  in  the  strange 
tale  of  the  death-imparting  influence  of 
the  hermit  of  Lindholme?" 

"  Refer  not  to  that  man,"  said  Mor- 
rice  shuddering  :  *'  there  is  some  reason 
in  the  story,  but  it  is  a  subject  horrible  to 
think  of—" 

Then  abruptly  turning  the  conversa- 
tion, he  enquired  aboutlngolsby. 

*'  He  is  like  a  man  heart-broken  and 
distracted,"  replied  his  companion  ;  *'  nei- 
ther do  I  think,  if  the  agonies  of  remorse 
contiiuie  long,  that  he  will  long  survive 
them.  1  never  saw  any  one  so  truly  re- 
pentant for  the  king's  murder,  and  lie 
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ascribes  this  state  of  grace,  as  he  calls  it, 
under  God,  to  your  effectual  interference." 

''  Did  he  send  any  other  message  ?"  en- 
quired Morrice. 

'^  Only  to  avoid  York/'  was  the  reply 
of  his  companion. 

'*  Oh  warning,"  ejaculated  Morrice,  full 
of  the  stings  of  memory  !  Avoid  York  ? 
Would  that  I  could  erase  from  my  mind 
the  bitter  moment  when  I  first  saw  it, 
and  the  still  more  fatal  moment  when  I 
last  quitted  it.  Avoid  York  ?  It  may  not 
be,  Blackburne.  I  am  drawn  by  secret 
but  powerful  impulse  towards  that  metro- 
polis, as  the  fascinated  squirrel  hovers 
round  the  jaws  of  the  rattlesnake.  It  is 
there  I  lapsed,  seduced  by  friendship  from 
allegiance  to  my  king  :  and  it  is  there,  per- 
haps, that  I  am  doomed  to  pay  the  destined 
mulct  of  the  offence.  Oh  !  Blackburne !  in 
fatal  periods  like  these,  when  example  poi- 
sons all  around  it  like  the  upas-tree  ;  my 
crime,  however  repented,  is  inexpiable^, 
except  by  punishment.  Not  all  the  waters 
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of  Lethe  will  wash  it  out,  nor  will  the 
'  still  small  voice'  within  be  suppressed  by 
the  labours  of  the  body  :  and  all  the  efforts 
of  the  mind,  to  cling  to  the  better  path.  But . 
alas  !  w  hat  labours  are  these  I  speak  of  ? 
Who  knows  but  the  contamination  of  my 
unabsolved  offence  may,  like  Jonah,  have 
contributed  to  sink  the  cause  in  which  I 
was  embarked,  and  risk  the  lives  and  for- 
tunes of  companions  whom  I  hold  dearer 
than  my  life?     You  behold  before  you, 
Blackburne,  a  guilty  man — Talk  not  of 
Ingolsby's  crime,  dreadful  as  it  is !  I  know 
that  force  and  violence  extorted  it  from 
him  ;  besides,  many  circumstances  con- 
tributed to  palliate  his  lapse.    Infatuated 
friendship  for  that  bad  man,  who  has  be- 
witched half  the  land  :  and  love,  which  I 
feel  myself  an  excuse  too   all-sufficing : 
for  amidst  the  black  clouds  which  this 
abominable  faction  has  stirred  up  to  cover 
the  face  of  Heaven,  they  enshroud  a  bright 
load  star,  a  redeeming  influence,  which 
it  is  virtue  to  love  and  to  admire.    I  mean 
the  youngest  daughter  of    the   usurper. 
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These  are  strong  co-operating  causes  : 
but  for  my  offence,  I  know  not  what  dae- 
mon^ what  influence  hostile  to  mortal  rec- 
titude, what  ricketty  and  objectless  am- 
bition prompted  and  confirmed  it ! — It  is 
in  vain  to  talk  of  friendship,  and  "  lay  the 
flattering  unction  to  my  heart,"  that  it  co- 
vers the  deformity.  I  loved  Sir  Thomas 
Fairfax,  it  is  true,  from  infancy — but  was 
he  my  God,  that  1  should  listen  to  him,  in 
preference  to  the  voice  of  duty  ?  Oh  !  I 
shall  never  forget  the  kind  complacent 
features  of  the  murdered  king,  when  he 
consigned  to  me  the  post  which  1  so 
weakly,  wickedly  deserted.  It  has  been 
with  me  ever  since— it  has  haunted  me  in 
niv  dreams— it  has  heen  with  me  wakini^ 
and  sleeping :  the  night-mare  of  my 
troubled  thoughts.  Oh  !  God  !  in  what  a 
state  I  saw  that  face  again  Jixed  in  the  calm 
and  cold,  but  stern  composure  of  death ! 
Never  can  1  forget  its  martyred  cliaracter, 
its  meagre  lips,  its  closed  and  livid  eye- 
lids, and  the  clotted  masses  of  its  grey 
and  gory  locks.     Avoid  my  companion- 
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ship,  Blackburne  :  you  are  an  innocent 
man — you  have  gained  nothing  by  the 
true  cause  you  have  faithfully  maititained, 
but  the  applause  of  your  conscience,  and 
the  honour  of  good  men.  Your  modesty 
refuses  the  compliment,  I  know  :  but  this 
is  true  nobility ;  this  is  the  source  from 
whence  nobility  arose.  Separate  your  for- 
tunes, therefore,  from  mine,  and  avoid 
that  destiny  which  is  my  too  justly  de- 
served penalty  and  portion." 

'^  Never,"  said  the  rough  lieutenant, 
grasping  the  colonel's  hand  ;  *^  never,  sir. 
I  am  of  low  extraction,  it  is  true  :  but  my 
friends  are  honest,  and  I  honour  virtue. 
— Never — you  distress  yourself  with  ter- 
rible morbid  dreams,  w  hich  have  no  foun- 
dation but  the  fancy.  Your  imagination, 
like  that  of  all  men  who  possess  the  excita- 
biUty  of  genius,  is  too  rapid  and  sweeping. 
It  is  the  penalty  imposed  upon  that  stamp 
of  Heaven  ;  it  bears  you  on  too  far  :  it 
lays  you  open  to  the  wounds  of  an  ideal 
compunction,  which  ordinary  dull-head- 
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ed  men  never  feel  through  the  case  of  their 
outward  structure.   Whatever  errors  may 
be  laid  to  your   charge,    (and  how  few 
even  of  the  greatest  have  been  able  to 
stand  upright  amidst  the  fluctuating  tides 
of  these  troublesome  times)  I  say,  Co- 
lonel Morrice,  those  errors  are  diminutive, 
and  have  been  amply  atoned  for,  and  re- 
deemed.    But  were  it  otherwise,  it  is  not 
for  me  to  judge  ;  and  never  shall  it  be 
said  that  Lieutenant  Blackburne  disjoined 
himself  from   his  friend   in    misfortune. 
Give  me  your  hand,  colonel.    We'll  strug- 
gle to  live  in  hope  as  Christians  should  ; 
for  we,  sir,  have  neither  been  fanatics  nor 
atheists,  as  is  the  fashion  in  these  times. 
To  christian  soldiers  reverse  should  bring 
no  despondency,  as  triumph    causes  no 
delirium.     It  is  our  part  to  steer  an  even 
course,  and  to  show  that  whatever  be  our 
fate, 

"  We  are  not  stops  for  fortune's  finger, 
To  play  what  tune  she  pleases." 
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^'  If  we  escape,  so  be  it ;  if  not,  we  shall, 
I  tnist,  show  that  we  know  how  to  die." 

Blackburne  had  scarcely  ceased  his  ex- 
hortation, when  a  long  dreary  and  heavy 
groan,  which  seemed  close  to  them,  pre- 
vented the  colonel's  reply.  Both  started 
— for  it  was  tlirillino-  and  manifestly  an- 
dible  to  both.  Astonished  at  so  strange 
a  circumstance  amidst  the  desart  where 
they  stood,  they  looked  round  for  the 
cause  of  the  appalling  sound  :  but  al- 
though the  stars  shone  with  an  almost  in- 
tense and  very  unusual  brilliancy  in  this 
northern  climate,  they  could  for  a  long 
time  distincruish  notluno;  to  account  for 
the  interruption.  At  last,  on  casting  their 
eyes  down  the  bank,  which  bounded  one 
side  of  the  broken  cross,  and  descended, 
covered  with  rank  weeds  and  broken  frag- 
ments of  stone  to  a  marshy  and  reedy  pool 
in  the  hollow  beneath  :  something  which 
glittered  in  the  star-light  attracted  their 
attention.  It  was  a  steel  casque  of  a  more 
than  ordinary  size — and  as  Morrice  de- 
k2 
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scended  the  broken  stones  of  the  bank  to 
examine  an  object  so  extraordinary  in  that 
place,  he  beheld  the  body  of  an  armed 
man  lying  half  out  of  the  pool,  on  the 
strip  of  green  land  beneath,  and  half  sub- 
merfjed  beneath  the  matted  flao  s  and  reeds 
which  choked  up  the  stagnant  water.  On 
inspecting  the  body,  the  colonel  found 
that  it  was  yet  warm,  though  wounded 
severely ;  for  the  shoulder  was  covered 
with  a  mass  of  congealed  blood,  which 
trickling  from  beneath  it,  glimmered  sli- 
mily  on  the  bright  water,  and  dyed  with 
unnatural  crimson  the  broad  green  leaves 
of  the  marsh  plantain.  It  was  not  with- 
out extreme  effort  and  muscular  exertion 
that  Morrice  and  his  companion  succeed- 
ed in  drajTSfins:  the  wounded  man  out  of 
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the  muddy  slough,  into  which  his  weight 
had  firmly  fixed  him.  He  was  the  largest 
man  they  had  ever  seen,  and  his  weight 
was  increased  by  a  suit  of  heavy  armour 
which  covered  him  from  top  to  toe.  At 
last,  when  they  had  extricated  him  from 
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the  adhesive  soil,  and  laid  him  on  the  siop- 
ini^  bank,he  exhibited  symptoms  of  hfe, 
and  groaned  heavily.  In  order  to  give  him 
air,  Morrice  unclasped  his  gorget,  and 
unlocked  the  rivets  of  his  cuirass.  On  re- 
moving his  breast-plate,  there  appeared  a 
coarse  shirt  of  hair  cloth  beneath,  impressed 
wdth  a  larofe  black  cross,  and  a  small  ena- 
melled  cross  of  the  same  colour  hung  upon 
his  left  breast.  The  appearance  of  these 
symbols  immediately  gave  edge  to  the  ex- 
amination of  Morrice  :  he  tried  to  raise 
the  barred  vizor  of  the  dying  man,  but 
he  found  the  effort  impossible,  till,  l)y 
cutting  a  leather  strap  that  passed  under 
the  chin,  the  casque  separated  in  the 
middle,  and  left  the  head  of  the  person 
bare  A  long  grey  beard,  let  loose  from  con- 
finement, instantly  poured  over  the  brawny 
chest  of  the  wounded  man.  The  face  was 
perfectly  symmetrical,  but  knotty  and  fur- 
rowed ;  it  might  have  served  for  the  head 
of  a  Jupiter,  or  a  Hercules,  in  the  midst 
of  his  Lernean  toil :  only,  that  the  expres- 
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sion  was  that  of  perfect  defiance.  It  was 
not  majestic  dignity,  but  unconquerable 
despotic  pride  ;  such  as  might  suit  a  Pro- 
metheus VinctuSj  a  Capaneus,  or  a  rebel- 
lious Titan.  The  two  spectators  both 
started — but  the  colonel,  wdth  an  ex- 
clamation of  horror — 

''  God  of  Heaven  !  it   is  William   of 
Lindholme." 
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CHAPTER    XII. 

A  bold  bad  man  !  who  dared  invoke  by  name 
Dread  Gorgon,  Prince  of  darkness  and  dead  night ; 
At  which  Cocytus  shakes,  and  Styx  is  put  to  flight. 

Faerie  Qtteene. 

Who  calls  on  God  and  William  of  Lind- 
holme  together?"  said  the  dying  man, 
with  a  voice  of  deep  muscular  intonation, 
though  broken  by  the  heaving  throbs  of 
parting  life.  Then  starting  up  with  a 
violent  effort  and  leaning  on  his  elbow,  he 
added  wildly,  ''  Where  am  I  ?  Who  are 
ve  ?  Is  the  great  battle  over  ?  Is  the  race 
of  the  proscribed  extinct  ? 

While  the  wounded  man  spoke,  his 
glazed  and  dark  eye  glittered  on  Morrice, 
and  his  groan  was  terrible ;  it  was  like  the 
snarl  of  a  wounded  lion. 

''  Hah  !  am  I  baffled  ?"  he  cried,  ''There 
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stands  the  enemy  of  me  and  mine,  and  I 
powerless  at  his  foot. — Ye  have  deceived 
me,  lying  spirits  !  and  the  edifice  erected 
and  cemented  by  the  labours  of  centuries 
is  overturned.  Do  you  triumph,  misera- 
ble, pigmy  champion  of  dark  and  w^orn 
out  prejudices?"  said  he,  addressing  Mor- 
rice,  who  pale,  yet  calm  and  unmoved,  con- 
templated the  phrensy  of  the  djing  man. 
^'  Do  you  exult,  because  the  wheels 
of  improvement  a  e  stopped — the  pro- 
gress of  light  eclipsed.  Beware,  yet," 
he  said,  gnashing  his  teeth  and  shaking 
his  mailed  hand.  But  the  effort  w^as 
too  much  ;  death  was  too  strong  in  the 
struD:2:le  with  venoeance:  and  the  mailed 
hand  which  he  lifted  up  against  his  enemy 
fell  nerveless  w  ith  a  vibrating  crash  upon 
his  iron  cuisses.  On  this,  he  groaned  again, 
and  dashed  himself  back  on  the  ground, 
and  the  blood  pouring  profusely  from  the 
soaked  hair  cloth  beneath  his  armor,  now 
displayed  a  deep  w  ound  close  to  the  collar 
bone. 
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^'Whoever  you  are,"  said  Black-- 
biirne,  advancing  fearlessly,  "  we  pity 
you  too  much  to  be  offended  at  your 
desperation  ;  we  are  Christians,  and  ready 
to  serve  you,  even  in  spite  of  yourvselt : 
obeying  the  maxim  of  our  founder :  Do 
bv  your  neiolibour  as  vourself.  Tell  us 
where  you  would  wish  to  be  conveyed,  for 
there  is  no  cottage  near,  and  this  is  a 
miserable  desolate  spot  for  a  dying  man/' 

The  strange  warrior  paused  a  moment, 
gloomily,  and  sullenly,  and  at  length  pro- 
nounced with  a  voice  of  one  used  to  com- 
mand : — ''  Carry  me  to  Lindholme. — Let 
me  die  as  1  have  lived." 

Mori  ice's  heart  sunk  within  him  as  he 
spoke,  but  he  objected  nothing  to  the 
order;  and  instantly  proceeded  with  Black- 
burne  to  make  a  lilter  of  broken  branches. 
Having  succeeded  with  infinite  difficuity 
in  placing  the  sufferer  upon  this  tempoiary 
bier,  the  friends  raised  him  from  the 
ground,  and  proceeded  with  tottering  steps 
K  5 
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but  determined  hearts,  to  execute  his  re- 
quest. They  crossed  the  sandy  levels 
amidst  which  they  stood,  and  moving 
silently,  like  spectres  upon  some  unearthly 
errand,  through  the  surrounding  desola- 
tion, soon  reached  the  edge  of  the  trea- 
cherous morass,  which,  like  an  infernal 
river,  interposed  between  them  and  the 
gloomy  island  of  mystery. 

The  presence  of  that  extraordinary 
morass  was  soon  felt  by  the  effluvia  of  odo- 
riferous flowers  which  impregnated  the  sur- 
rounding air:  and  directly  after  that  inti- 
mation, their  eyes  were  fixed  upon  the 
northern  Acherrusian  lake :  there  heaving 
its  chaotic  materials  in  disjointed  heaps  : 
here  covered  like  a  waving  sea  with  the 
tufted  head  of  the  cotton  grass,  and  extend- 
ing its  white  line  in  the  star-light  as  far  as 
the  eye  could  reach.  Here  the  parties 
stopped  ;  for  neither  man  nor  steed  could 
pass  that  wild  and  extraordinary  barrier 
without  loss :  and  many  an  unwary  traveller 
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layengulphed  beneath  its  hideous  abysses, 
betrayed  to  ruin  by  the  fair  but  treacher- 
ous surface. 

The  dying  man  now  attempted  to  rise 
and  speak,  but  his  strength  failed  ;  at  last 
with  many  struggles,  he  pointed  the  way 
to  a  row  of  mouldering  and  rugged  stones, 
which  appeared  like  the  remnant  of  some 
ancient  highway. 

Followino;  the  indication,  they  found 
that  the  edge  of  the  morass  in  that  direc- 
tion develloped  a  short  projecting  pier  of 
rough  stone  work :  and  they  paused  again ; 
till  tlie  armed  man  with  violent  efforts  indi- 
cated by  signs  that  they  must  cross  the  bar- 
rier at  that  point.  Blackburne,  who  went 
first,  immediately  pushed  on :  and  Morrice, 
compelled  to  follow,  proceeded,  with  fail 
conviction  that  they  should  all  be  sucked 
into  the  abvvss  with  the  strange  being  they 
as  strangely  carried.  However, contrary  to 
this  anticipation,  they  found,  on  dashing 
forward,  as  he  directed,  a  narrow  but 
invisible  causeway,  protracting  its  solid 
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materials,  like  a  rocky  shoal,  across  the 
misformed  congeries  of  treacherous  soil 
over  which  it  had  been  ''  bridg-ed." 

In  this  manner  they  proceeded  for  a 
considerable  time :  often  slipping  and  stag- 
gering under  the  weight,  and  not  pre- 
serving^ their  balance  on  the  stranoe  cause- 
way  without  infinite  caution.  It  was  not 
till  day  broke  that  they  set  foot  on  the 
firm  and  ''  solid  marie"  of  the  mysterious 
island.  It  consisted  of  an  irregular  flat 
of  sandy  ground,  nearly  circular,  and  per- 
fectly firm  :  in  some  places  green  w  ith  a 
kind  of  rank  vegetation  ;  but  in  most, 
barren,  and  thickly  bestrewed  with  peb- 
bles. A  bank  of  scurfy  materials  pro- 
tected the  extreme  bound  from  the  inroads 
of  the  more  liquid  marsh,  and  was  be- 
girted  on  all  parts  with  stagnant  pools,  ap- 
parently excavated  from  the  rotten  soil,  in 
\vhich  curdled  a  disgusting  ochrey  liquid 
of  a  dark  blood  colour.  The  whole  spot 
appeared  like  a  vast  diseased  ulcer  in  the 
body  of  the   surrounding   land.      Amid 
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this  -wonderful  scene,  in  which  desolation 
and  silence,  and  every  thing  abortive 
seemed  to  have  erected  their  kinodom  : 
the  first  thins:  that  attracted  the  notice  of 
the  spectators  was  a  square  compactiy- 
built  house,  constructed  of  immense 
masses  of  stone,  piled  in  rough  layers 
without  attention  to  symmetry,  but  firmly 
dove-tailed  into  each  other.  Their  ap- 
pearance reminded  Morrice,  who  had 
travelled,  of  the  structures  generally  called 
Cyclopean.  A  low  wall  of  the  same  con- 
struction begirt  a  small  square  of  garden 
ground,  containing  a  few  straggling  ve- 
getables, and  terminating  at  a  deep  well, 
bavins:  the  mouth  also  constructed  of 
stone,  and  filled  to  the  brim  with  water  of 
a  transparency  perfectly  resplendent.  The 
door  of  this  uncouth,  but  massy  edifice 
was  open,  and  by  the  intimation  of  the 
dvins:  man,  the  two  friends  carried  him 
at  once  under  the  lovv  projecting  lintel 
into  the  interior  of  the  edifice.     The  ap- 
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pearance  of  the  sanctorium  was  as  unique 
as  the  external  character  of  the  edifice. 
It  presented  to  the  eye  an  oblong  stone 
cell  about  three  times  the  length  of 
the  breadth,  and  surrounded  with  long 
courses  of  stone,  which  rose  in  regular 
gradation  to  the  solid  roof;  it  was  divided 
into  two  parts  by  two  projecting  pilasters 
of  stone,  which  left  room  between  them  for 
a  kind  of  portal,  usually  covered,  as  it  ap- 
peared, by  a  black  curtain :  but  now  drawn 
aside  and  fastened  by  a  large  ring  to  one 
of  the  pilasters.  There  was  no  chair — no 
implement  of  comfort — nothing  that  in- 
dicated the  residence  of  a  human  being  ; 
except  a  low  stone  bench  about  three  feet 
in  len2:th.  But  in  the  middle  of  the  further 
chamber  there  was  a  square  block  of  un- 
hewn stone ;  at  the  extreme  w^all  an 
obelisk  of  a  pebbly  sand-stone,  to  all  ap- 
pearance made  by  art ;  and  in  one  corner 
to  the  east,  a  stone  chest,  or  sarcophagus, 
about  eight  feet  and  a  half  in  length,  hav- 
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ing  an  enormous  slab  to  cover  it,  not  far 
short  of  nine  inches  in  solid  thickness,  but 
partly  removed  from  the  mouth. 

"  God  deliver  me  !"  said  Blackburne, 
with  an  involuntary  shudder,  ^'  this  is  a 
strange  melancholy  place  for  a  dying 
man.' 

''  Have  you  no  attendants  or  servants 
within  call  ?" 

''  None  !'  groaned  the  lord  of  this  soli- 
tude.'" 

*•  None  ?  but  you  liave  neighbours  ?" 
enquired  the  lieutenant. 

'•  None!" 

*'  Can  no  medicine,  no  assistance  be 
procured?' 

'*  None!"  was  the  same  stern  and  per- 
severing answer. 

*'  Good  God !"  then  exclaimed  Black- 
burne,  ''  Why  have  you  come  here  ?  For 
what  purpose  have  you  engaged  us  to 
carry  you  far  from  all  assistance?" 

''  To  die ! '  replied  the  armed  man,  re- 
peating his  peculiar  groan. 
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"  Surely,"  observed  Blackbiirne,  "your 
senses  are  wandering  and  deceive  you — 
you  must  have  friends  and  neighbours  ; 
this  massive  dwelling  could  never  have 
been  raised  without  hands  :  and  powerful 
hands  they  must  have  been  too  that 
raised  it.  No  one  can  live  without  sup- 
port, nor  tenant  such  a  solitude  alone. 
Who  collected  and  reared  these  prodi- 
gious and  gigantic  stones  ?" 

The  dying  man  made  no  reply ;  but  a 
grim  and  livid  smile  passed  over  his 
features. 

''  You  tonxent  the  miserable  man," 
said  the  colonel,  losing  his  horror  in  com- 
passion. '^  You  bsliold  before  you  two 
wretched  men  like  yourself  :  acquaint  us 
how  we  can  serve  you,  for  our  power  is 
small." 

''  In  nothing,"  vsnarled  the  stranger, 
suddenly  turning  round,  and  addressing 
the  speaker  with  an  inward  laugh  that 
vibrated  to  his  soul. — ''  In  nothing,  John 
Morrice  !   Look  to  vourself !" 
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^'  Then  why  are  you  brought  hither  ?  ' 
Blackburne  asked  again. 

''  To  die,"  ^vas  the  response,  '*  amidst 
things  familiar  to  me  during  life  !  Man," 
continued  the  extraordinary  being  with 
broken  efforts  of  voice,  "is  a  wretched 
worm.  Let  him  crawl  with  his  brother 
worms — man  cannot  help  me.  No  !  nor 
the  dreadest  potencies  of  the  deep — or 
none  of  us  would  be  here.  No !  not  even 
the  great  God  himself — for  my  soul  is  be- 
yond his  reach.  But  since  you  obtrude  your 
service,  1  accept  it  in  one  small  matter. 
In  ten  minutes  I  shall  be  a  corpse — life  is 
ebbing  fast — when  its  golden  bowl  is 
broken  and  its  silver  cord  is  loosened  for 
ever,  and  its  clay  is  attracted  to  its  fellow 
clay,  then  do  this. — More  than  you  think 
or  can  imagine  depends  upon  the  fulfil- 
ment— but  you  stand  pledged.  Place  my 
body  in  yonder  chest,  aad  by  the  side  of 
it,  yon  linen  bag  which  hangs  by  the  door 
sill  and  the  open  book  in  the  window  seat. 
Then  on  my  breast  be  sure  to  deposit  this 
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piece  of  metal  which  I  now  hold.  I  charge 
YOU  to  do  it  J  on  your  souls,  as  ye  would 
prosper.  But  I  mock  you,  fellow  victims. 
Prosperity  is  not  for  either  of  ye — ye  are 
sold  with  a  price,  and  stand  now  with  me 
in  the  shadow  of  death.  I  charge  you,  then, 
the  peace  of  the  grave,  to  which  ye  are 
both  gravitating  fast,  and  by  your  hope 
of  heirship  in  the  boundless  fields  of  space, 
to  do  this  faithfully  and  fulfil  my  last  re- 
quest." 

Thus  while  he  addressed  them,  with 
many  pauses  and  gaspings  for  breath,  he 
took  from  beneath  his  hair  shirt  a  square 
plate  of  metal,  and  having  kissed  it  and 
muttered  an  adjuration,  bowed  thrice 
upon  it.  He  then  turned  to  the  west,  and 
spitting  upon  the  ground,  pronounced 
what  seemed  to  the  unw  illing  hearers  a 
blasphemous  execration  ;  then  clenching 
his  hands  and  ri vetting  his  teeth  together, 
uttered  with  a  tiger-like  intonation  pecu- 
liar to  his  voice,  the  following  broken  eja- 
culations : — 


PONTEFRACT    CASTLE.  211 

^'  Yes  !  thou  hast  prevailed,  apostate  ! 
Thy  craft  whose  root  is  in  hell  has  over- 
shadowed and  uprooted  mine.  I  dreamt 
not  of  this  low  slave  creeping,  like  an 
eft,  beneath  my  ponderous  corner  stone, 
and  bringing  the  building  upon  my  head  ! 
But  woe !  I  say  !  Woe  to  thee  !  when 
this  strong  unmanacled  spirit  shall 
mingle  with  its  brother  kings  of  the  lower 
deep!  Those  throned  dominations  thou 
has  defied !  That  empire  thy  base  de- 
sertion has  delayed  !  Woe  !  double  w  oe  ! 
I  say  1  when  loosed  from  these  vile  ele- 
mentary bonds,  and  clothed  in  sheeted 
fire,  like  the  great  deities  of  flame,  I  feel 
each  faculty  quintupled  to  plague,  and 
desolate,  and  blast. — Shall  there  be  one 
then  of  all  thy  reapers  to  gather  thy  mil- 
dewed harvest  ?  thy  crop  of  mingled 
hemlock  and  laurels,  watered  with  blood 
and  tears  ? — Shall  thy  votaries  save  their 
idol  in  the  day  of  casting  down  ?  Shall 
thy  cant — thy  trimming  between  good  and 
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evil  —  thy  pious  mockeries — thy  secret 
chambers — thy  concealed  cuirass — avail 
thee  ? — When  the  period  of  thy  dearly 
purchased  power  is  come,and  the  crowned 
ones  of  the  deep,  with  their  many-accented 
and  terrific  irony,  arise  to  salute  thee  from 
their  thrones !  Oh !  that  the  moment  w  ere, 
indeed,  at  hand  !  Oh!  for  the  hour  to  fill 
his  dying  ear  w  ith  the  howling  outcry  of 
'  traitor  and  apostate  !'  Oh  !  that  I  grap- 
pled with  him  nosv  in  the  dark  billowy 
womb  of  the  rising  whirlwind !  In  the 
plenitude  of  my  etherial,  unimprisoned 
strength  1" 

As  the  dying  man  ejaculated  this,  wdth 
many  pauses,  he  darted  towards  Heaven 
a  look,  the  silence  of  which  uttered  de- 
fiance and  curses.  His  face  assumed  a 
livid  and  demon ial  character — his  nose 
sharpened — his  eye  balls  became  tense 
and  of  a  fiery  red — a  light  froth  ran  from 
his  blue  and  distorted  lips,  and  his  teeth 
grated  audibly   wdth  the  convulsive  in- 
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tensity  of  dying  agony.  Broken  eja- 
culations stiil  burst  from  his  parched  and 
writhing  mouth. 

"  I  have  him  !"  he  said,  catching  fruit- 
lessly and  desperately  with  his  dyino* 
hands.  '^  I  grasp  his  throat — the  glib  and 
slippery  snake ! — Nay !  it  is  over — wretch ! 
the  penalty — the  penalty — thy  time  is 
come — Away !  the  whirlwind  chariot  is 
ready,  and  the  dark  inauguration  waits — 
Thy  kingdom  here  is  over — Come  and 
enjoy  another  w  ith  me  and  the  accursed  ! 
— Accept  my  homage,  king  !  Behold  thy 
empire!— dark,  but  boundless.— Ambition 
might  stand  tearless  upon  this  burning 
shore! — Ha!  thou  likest  it  not  —  thou 
wouldest  escape !  —  hah  !  hah  !  hah  ! — I 
grasp  him — 1  hold  him  by  the  gurgling 
throat — I  feel  his  suiTocatino-  dvino;  heave 
— Down,  I  say — down  :  the  master  waits 
us — the  innumerable  crowned  are  at  the 
banquet  —  the  fiery  draught  is  leaping 
in  their  jewelled  cups. — Hark  ! — hark  !  to 
the  stormy  health  ! — •'  Salutation  to  Oliver, 
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the  prince  of  craft !' — No  more — we  sink. 
— Depths,  dark  and  endless — depths — 
depths — depths . ' ' 

As  he  spoke  his  countenance  relaxed — 
his  voice  melted  away  in  murmurs — ^his 
hands  sunk  powerlessly — and  the  gurgling 
loud  chuckling  of  the  death  rattles  shook 
his  muscular  breath  like  a  mountain  big 
with  volcanic  fires.  A  weazing  as  terrible 
succeeded  ;  the  convulsed  limbs  of  the 
hermit  stretched  to  their  utmost  tension  : 
and  all  was  still. 

The  mysterious  being  thus  awfully 
and  strangely  called  away,  lay  stretched 
upon  the  ground  before  the  two  silent 
companions,  a  dark,  a  livid  and  insensible 
lump.  Appalled  with  horror,  and  asto- 
nished at  the  audacity  of  a  blasphemy 
he  had  never  before  witnessed,  Black- 
burne  in  a  trembling  voice  intreated  the 
colonel  to  leave  that  solitary  residence  of 
gigantic  guilt  ;  but  Morrice  for  the  first 
time  refused  ;  he  stood  a  moment  absorb- 
ed in  thouojht;    and    then  in   an   awe- 
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struck     under    tone    addressed    Black- 
burn e  : — 

*'  I  have  a  duty  to  do  here ;  which 
must  be  cousummated." 

The  usual  assent  of  Blackburne  did  not 
follow,  and  the  colonel  resumed, 

''  We  tacitly  assented  to  deposit  this 
body  in  its  last  home.  However  guilty 
this  man  may  have  been,  it  is  incumbent 
upon  us  to  offer  this  last  duty  to  what  has 
been  human.  Though  polluted  by  fiends, 
it  has  still  been  a  temple  built  by  God.  It 
would  be  a  sin  and  a  cowardice  to  leave 
it  here  indecently  deserted  and  exposed.'' 

The  solemn  mysterious  under  tone  in 
which  the  colonel  uttered  this,  prevailed 
immediately  over  the  scruples  of  his  com- 
panion :  and  both  exerting  their  full 
strength  together,  with  much  effort  andloss 
of  time,  raised  the  body,  armed  as  it  was, 
and  deposited  it  within  the  strong  pre- 
cincts of  the  sepulchre.  To  draw  the 
lid  over  it  was  beyond  their  strength  ; 
but  recollecting  the   dying  charge,  they 
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looked  round  for  those  objects  which 
the  defunct  desired  to  be  buried  with 
hira.  And  first  they  unfastened  the  linen 
bag  from  the  ring  to  which  it  hung.  On 
inspecting  it,  they  found  that  it  contained 
nothing  but  a  small  mass  of  dried  earth  ; 
with  some  withered  grass  adhering  to  it ; 
a  small  fragment  of  glittering  Egyptian 
marble  ;  and  a  quantity  of  flax-seed,  which 
appeared  to  be  of  foreign  growth.  The 
next  relic  to  which  they  directed  their 
attention  was  a  square  plate  of  some  com- 
pound metal,  to  all  appearance  produced 
from  the  fusion  of  silver  and  brass.  There 
was  an  indented  projection  on  one  of  its 
four  faces,  in  the  form  of  a  handle  ;  and 
the  whole  surface  of  both  sides  was  co- 
vered with  a  profusion  of  engraved  sym- 
bols. Morrice  had  travelled ;  and,  on 
examination,  recognized  the  relic  to  be 
an  amulet  or  talisman  of  the  eastern  he- 
retics ;  bearing  on  one  side,  the  numerical 
designation  of  their  god  Abraxes ;  and 
on  the  other,  his  pictorial  symbol — a  figure 
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of  three  legs,  united  in  a  common  centre. 
After  examining  this  relic,  which  threw 
a  vivid  ray  upon  the  history  of  the  pos- 
sessor, all  that  remained  was  to  place  the 
book  which  the  hermit  had  pointed  out 
on  the  window  sill,  by  the  side  of  the 
body.  It  was  a  manuscript,  inscribed 
on  parchment,  the  cover  of  which  w  as  of 
purple  velvet,  richly  gilded ;  having  four 
ponderous  brazen  clasps.  It  lay  open,  and 
curiosity  prompted  the  colonel  to  examine 
it.  The  first  page  which  met  his  atten- 
tion contained  the  horoscope  of  Oliver 
Cromwell,  made  at  the  express  desire  of 
the  usurper.  On  the  page  opposite  to  it, 
were  written  several  queries,  apparently 
proposed  by  him,  with  accompanying 
answers.  Among  the  rest,  one  was  very 
remarkable,  and  laconically  expressed  ia 
these  words — 

'^  Beioare  of  the  9th  of  September .'' 
^-   This    appears,"    said   Blackburne^ 
^*  not  only  very  singular,  but  very  contra- 
dictory ;  for  the  date  indicated  is  what  he 
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calls  his  lucky  day,  having  gained  the 
greatest  of  his  victories  upon  it." 

*^  There  is,  nevertheless,"  replied  Mor- 
tice, *'  a  caution  written  against  that 
day  ;  and  see,"  said  he,  turning  over  the 
horoscopes  of  a  variety  of  leading  men — 
^*  here  is  the  calculation  of  my  nativity. 
As  I  live,  the  hour  and  moment  of  my 
birth  accurately  taken  !  Do  you  re- 
mark these  signs  of  stars  in  opposition, 
and  here  a  bar  across  the  passage  of  the 
star  of  life,  with  a  note  at  the  bottom. — 
Inspect  it,  Blackburne,  and  believe  your 
eyes !  Is  not  this  a  strange  coinci- 
dence ?  The  very  words  you  brought 
from  Ingolsby,  '  Beware  of  York.' — Mars 
and  Venus,  and  Jupiter,  all  culminate 
there  together — " 

^*  Put  down  that  book  cf  horrors"  !  said 
Blackburne,  with  undisguised  dismay, 
and  leave  this  place  of  horrors,  which,  I 
verily  believe,  a  temple  of  the  devil  !  I 
cannot  reconcile  it  to  my  conscience 
thus  to  remain  amidst  the  abominations 
t>f  sorcery  and  irreligion." 
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"  Oh  1  these  are  but  the  abortive  soo- 
terkins  of  wickedness,"  replied  Morrice; 
*^  and  would  excite  contempt,  were  they 
not  connected  with  less  visionary  open 
criminality." 

Continuing  to  turn  over  the  leaves  of 
the  dead  man's  bookj  he  observed  that 
many  of  them  were  filled  with  the  chime- 
ras of  a  phrensied  mind.  Some  few  writ- 
ten with  a  running  character  he  had  never 
seen,  and  others  covered  with  drawings 
and  curious  symbols,  apparently  masonic. 
At  the  end  of  the  volume,  appeared  the 
i*ules  and  orders  of  a  secret  association, 
partly  written  in  English  and  partly  in  cy- 
phers ,  accompanied  by  a  formula  bearing 
the  shape  of  a  catechism,  and  stuffed 
with  dogmas  of  the  Rosicrucians,  The  rest 
of  the  book  was  filled  with  all  the  strange 
speculations  of  alchy mists,  cabalists,  Beh- 
menists,  Fluddists,  exorcisers,  Moravi- 
ans, Ghost-raisers,  and  Paracelsists  ;  but 
in  the  midst  of  all  this  trash,  Morrice 
stumbLd  upon  several  passages  which 
L  2 
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greatly  interested  him.  The  first  oc- 
curred during  an  enumeration  of  prose- 
lytes, won  over  to  the  order,  and  was 
couched  in  these  terms  : — 

^  Syndercombe  and  Titus  must  watch 
the  hypocrite  in  his  actions,  and  if  he 
waver,  strike.  If  blood  be  necessary,  the 
great  republic  must  be  cemented  by  blood ; 
small  is  that  sacrifice  for  so  great  a  be- 
nefit to  man  ? 


*  Be  watchful  of  Morrice,  and  Monk  ; 
the  last,  is  no  true  brother.  Find  out  what 
Lilburn  and  Wild  require  ;  Martin  is 
easily  satisfied — a  butterfly  will  please 
Mildmay— Ii'eton  must  be  fed  with  blood 
— but  gold  must  be  piled  round  Haselrig, 


*  must  be  gained  at  any  price. — 

He  is  in  debt ;  let  him  be  stimulated  with 
the  hope  of  common  plunder.  He  is  a 
fanatic  ;  remind  him  of  Christian  commu- 
nity of  goods. 


Caesar  threatens  me — -He  would  throw 
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down  the  ladder  by  which  he  mounted 
to  power.  ''  He  would  desert  his  first 
love."  Was  this  his  promise? — Was  it 
ibr  tliis  1  dragged  him  from  his  low  filth 
at  Huntingdon,  plucking  him  like  a  poly- 
pus, fibres  and  all,  from  the  slimy  cavern 
to  which  his  nature  cohered  ?  Spirits  ! 
who  bear  our  hopes  forward  on  your 
wings  !  do  ye  not  laugh  to  see  this  clay- 
sprung  reptile — this  emmet  of  a  day,  im- 
peding, with  his  puny  wrigglings,  the 
great  wheel  of  revolution  !  Tiircaten 
me ! — let  him  look  to  himself.  A  thou- 
sand daggers  are  at  my  beck.  Does  he 
think  to  root  up  the  principles  I  have 
planted  with  bloody  s^^  eat  and  penances, 
beyond  the  endurance  of  body  ?  The 
transitory  seeds  he  sows  will  wither  on 
the  barren  soil  where  they  fail,  and  perish 
without  fruit.  But  not  mine — not  mine. 
They  will  break  forth  from  the  heaving 
soil,  and  fill  the  world  with  their  hemlock 
harvest.  Threaten  me  I — I  laugh  tl>e 
dwarf  to  scorn.  He  may  kill  this  body, 
but  my  indestructible  s[)irit  is  beyond  his 
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reach.      Let  him   destroy    my  levelling 
principles,  the    madman  ! — A    hammer, 
mightier  than  Thor's,  will  break  the  hills 
in  pieces  ;  and  make  the  earth  a  plain. 
Is  the  delay  of  hope,  extinction  ? — Though 
pressed  down  by  this  vile  flesh,  I  see  the 
period  in  vision — the  day  of  loosing  and 
of  breaking  forth — the  whirlwind  issuing 
of  the  unchained  potentates  of  the  deep. — 
Then  shall  the  weakest  be  as  a  giant,  and 
I  shall  be  among  those  desolating  spirits. 
Even  now,   I  feel  the  crisis  of  universal 
contest  coming  on — the  '  twiHght'  of  the 
Scalds — ^^  the  day  neither  dark  nor  light" 
of  the  prophets — ''  the  battle  of  the  gods  " 
— the  final  struggle  between  good  and  evil. 
Meantime,  J  laugh  at  the  perishable  in- 
sects that  pronounce  upon  the  issue.    Let 
the  conqueror  decide,    and   impose   his 
laws  on  the  vanquished?' 

After  reading  this  furious  rhapsody, 
Morrice  came  to  a  passage  of  a  very  dif- 
ferent description,  but  to  him  of  ex» 
traordinarv  interest. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

False  traitour,  miscreaunt,  t'liou  broken  hast 
The  law  of  arms,  to  strike  foe  undefide  : 
But  thou,  thy  treason's  fruit,  I  hope,  shall  taste 
Righte  sowre,  and  feel  the  law  the  which  thou  hast 
defaced. 

Faerie  Qupcne. 

The  passage  alluded  to  was  couclied  in 
the  following  terms  : — '•  Let  the  knight 
of  the  temple  who  aspires  to  be  admitted 
to  the  presence  of  the  Maharian  Opsin, 
submit,  in  the  first  place,  to  this  trial :  let 
him  remain  for  one  day  blindfold  in  the 
stone  sarcophagus,  and  then  be  conducted 
in  the  coiuu  of  Zvianes  down  the  secret 
staircase  into  the  subterraneous  passages 
of  Lindholme.  At  the  corner  of  the 
cubic  altar  is  a  large  blue  stone — elevate 
that,  and  the  regions  of  Proof  will  appear,' 
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A  resistless  impulse  led  the  two  fu- 
gitives to  examine  whether  this  account 
was  correct ;  but  first  they  closed  the 
mystic  volume,  and  laid  it  as  directed  by 
the  side  of  the  deceased.  They  again  at- 
tempted to  drag  the  immense  stone  lid  of 
the  coifer  over  the  aperture,  but  still  found 
the  task  impracticable,  and  proceeded  to 
the  spot  indicated  by  the  unholy  book.  As 
was  stated,  tliey  found  a  large  slab  of 
biueish  granite  apparently  imbedded  in 
clay  behind  the  altar,  to  which  it  served  as 
a  kind  of  step.  This,  with  ni any  laborious 
efforts,  they  at  last  succeeded  in  raising 
and  pushing  aside.  A  square  shaft  or 
w^ell  appeared  beneath  ;  the  boltom  of 
which  they  could  distinctly  see,  as  it  wa.s 
lighted  by  a  subterraneous  lamp.  Stimu- 
lated by  an  impulse  he  strove  not  to  resist, 
Morrice  immediately  determined  to  de- 
scend, and  availing  himself  of  a  rope- 
ladder  hooked  to  the  edge  of  tlie  pit,  he 
let  himself  down  without  hesitation. 
Blackburne    followed  without    question. 
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and  both  together  entered  the  gloomy 
womb  of  the  subterranean  labyrinth.  At 
the  bottom  yawned  a  square  chamber, 
having  gates  of  iron  ;  which  opened  npou 
vaults  branching  off  to  the  cardinal 
points.  At  the  intervals  between  these 
gates  several  low  oven -shaped  cells  ap- 
peared, which  neither  seemed  fitted  for 
inhumation  nor  imprisonment :  but  what- 
ever their  purpose  might  be,  they  were 
now  tenant! ess.  Uncertain  which  course 
to  select  of  the  four  presented  to  them, 
the  exploring  friends  left  the  result  of 
their  decision  entirely  to  chance,  and  push- 
ing against  the  first  gate  which  presented 
itself,  found  that  it  immediately  gave  way. 
On  this  they  entered  a  passage  of  consi- 
derable width  and  height ;  which,  during 
their  progress,  gradually  became  wider 
and  wider.  It  was  constructed  in  a  man- 
ner perfectly  incomprehensible  by  archi- 
tectural rides  :  on  either  side  were  a  range 
of  trap-doors,  separated  by  interv  als  of  a 
few  feet ;  and  occasionally  the  main  pa«- 
l5 
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sage  was  intersected  by  channels  of  nar- 
rower dimensions,  which  entered  the  rock 
as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach.  The  exca- 
vated ceilino^  was  sometimes  smooth  and 
]ow,  but  occasionally  rose  to  a  vast  height, 
and  discovered  puiJies,  ropes,  and  wheels, 
at  intervals,  suspended  from  the  projecting 
rock.  In  some  places,  a  deep  rift  in  the 
stony  flooring  of  the  passage  was  crossed 
by  a  moveable  bridge,  suspended  by  ropes 
to  the  ceiling  ;  in  others,  the  passage  was 
impeded  by  enormous  scaffolds,  the  use 
of  which  it  v^^as  in  vain  for  the  spectator 
to  conjecture.  These  uncouth  parapher- 
nalia increased  with  every  step  of  the  pro- 
gress :  and  there  might  occasionally  be  de- 
tected, among  evident  chemical  machines, 
and  optical  apparatuses,  huge  dentated 
wheels,  which  appeared  like  those  used  in 
torture.  At  length  they  arrived  at  the 
e^.lge  of  another  deep  pit,  which  descend- 
ed perpendicularly  like  the  former  ;  hav- 
ing in  the  sides  of  it  projecting  steps 
to  facilitate  the  descent,  like  the  wells  of 
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the  east.     The  two  friends  having,  with- 
out much  difficulty,  arrived  at  the  bottom, 
found  themselves  in  a  kind   of  circular 
saloon,  with  two  doors  opposite  to  each 
other.     By   one  of  these  they   entered; 
the  other  was  closed.  On  pushing  against 
the  block  of  stone  which  formed  the  leaf 
of  tlie  latter  it  rolled  back  on  secret  swi- 
vels, and  entered  the  sides  of  the  wall  with 
a  vibrating  crash.     Pervading  this  bar- 
rier, they  found  themselves  in  an  immense 
cavern,   supported  by  columns  chisseled 
out  of  the  solid  rock,  and  divided  by  them 
into  three  parts.     At  one  end  seats  were 
raised,  like  those  of  a  theatre,  but  the 
other  M  as  signalized  by  a  gloomy  recess, 
which  fatioued  the  eve-si o^ht  with  endea- 
vouring  to  pierce  it.    Having  crossed  this 
gigantic  hall,  the  friends  were,  enabled  to 
observe,  by  the  dying  embers  of  a  large 
fire,  which  threw  a  flitting  light  from  a 
sunk  circular  hearth  in  the  centre  of  the 
room,  that  a  black  veil  hung  before  the  re- 
cess.   On  approaching  it,  they  discovered 
thai  it  concealed  a  stage,  by  the  side  of 
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which  appeared  a  lecturing  pulpit.  Before 
it,  frowned  a  square  scaffold,  distinguished 
by  five  steps,  and  on  the  top  appeared  a 
coffin.  Behind  the  veil  was  a  grim  and 
frowning  head,  having  three  faces,  like 
the  idols  of  India.  Scattered  around  ap- 
peared a  great  number  of  masonic  sym- 
bols, cubes,  pyramids,  cylinders  and  cir- 
cles. There  was  also  an  immense  wooden 
cross,  and  an  oblong  block  of  granite,  with 
seven  eyes  sculptured  upon  the  stone.  A 
book  lay  open  upon  the  reading  desk,  as 
if  these  symbols  had  been  the  object  of 
some  perverted  explanation. 

WhileMorrice  and  his  companion  stood  si- 
lently contemplating  these  glaring  vestiges 
of  Manichean  heresy,  the  report  of  a  pistol 
echoed  through  the  tortuous  recesses  of  the 
subterraneous  labyrinth.  In  the  next  en- 
suing moment,  they  beheld  a  man  issuing 
from  behind  the  gigantic  bust,  and  looking 
back  in  an  attitude  of  terror.  He  stood  a 
moment  with  one  foot  upon  the  colossal 
shoulder  of  the  idol,  as  if  measuring  the 
awful  depth  of  the  leap,  and  in  the  next 
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sprung  upon  the  platform.  It  was  Beau- 
mont. 

'^  God  of  Heaven  !'  he  said,  '^  Colonel 
Morrice,  what  has  led  you  to  this  den  of 
iniquity  ?" 

"And  you  J  Beaumont,"  retorted  Mor- 
rice, with  equal  astonishment,  "  what 
means  this  terrified  ilight  ?  What  means 
this  wild  appearance  ?" 

"  Revenoe!"  he  answered.  ''  Re- 
member  what  happened  when  we  parted.'' 
Then  continuinoin  broken  accents—"  That 
villain  Ig^natius  was  rio^ht — such  scenes  1 
never  contemplated — so  much  lascivious- 
ness,  and  so  much  immitigable  cruelty. 
— I  have  bearded  the  hell-hounds  in 
their  den  ;  and  if  I  escape,  I  will  drag 
them  up  to  light.  But,  hark  !  do  you  hear 
that  rushing  sound  ?  They  are  even  now 
upon  my  heels  :  fly,  or  we  are  all  lost." 

"  But  which  way?"  asked  Morrice. 

"  This — to  the  left :  only  fly.  My  head 
is  confused  and  giddy.  I  think  we  are  in 
the  right  track  :  but  no  matter — fly !" 

So  sayino-,    1^  dragged   Morrice  and 
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Blackburne  alono^  with  him   towards  the 
gates  through  which  they  had  entered. — 
The  clamour  of  approach  increased  ;  a 
clang  resounded  like  the  fallof  a  hollow 
mass  of  metal.     Then  followed  a  rumb- 
ling protracted  sound,  like  distant  thun- 
der, but  appearing  from  beneath.     When 
it   ceased,   there  ensued  a  terrific  explo- 
sion, accompanied  by  a  roaring  gush,  like 
the  blowing  up  of  a  building,  and  follow- 
ed by  a  fierce  clattering,  resembling  the 
fall  of  heavy  fragments.     A  slight  pause 
ensued,    after  which,    the  clamour   rose 
a2:ain  with  increasing:  vehemence.     It  was 
a  mingled  dissonance  of  yells,  and  screams, 
and    oaths,    and    timbrels,    and    explo- 
sions.    The  fierce  reflection  of  a  ruddy 
flame  darted   from   behind  the  idol,  and 
tinted  the  projecting  rocks  of  each  distant 
hitherto    concealed    recess.       Maddened 
by  the  clamour,  the  fugitives  precipitat- 
ed their  steps,  hurrying  blindly  towards 
tlie  distant  gate.      Arrived  there,   they 
|)ushed  against  it  with  all  their  might  : 
but  the  barrier  was  firmly  closed.  Despair 
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sate  in  the  eyevS  and  gestures  of  the  fugi- 
tives :  they  stood  confounded  and  stupi- 
fiedj  looking  at  each  other,  and  expecting 
a  death  rendered  exquisite  by  all  the  ter- 
rible refinements  which  scientific  inge- 
nuity could  devise.  The  walls  on  each 
side  of  them  seemed  alive  with  the  perpe- 
tual play  and  creaking  of  hu^e  cylinders, 
bars,  and  levers,  and  the  whirring  hiss  of 
rapidly-revolving  wheels. 

It  was  then  that  Morrice,  for  the  first 
time,  observed  that  another  figure  stood 
close  beside  hi  in,  and  that  in  lieu  of  three, 
four  individuals  were  co.l  cled  in  tremb- 
ling horror  before  that  forbidding  issue  of 
destruction.  The  new  companion  spoke 
not  a  word,  nor  appeared  to  share  the  wild 
perturbation  of  the  rest.  The  colonel  gazed 
again  upon  him  during  one  of  the  inter- 
vals of  the  stronoj  ruddv  glare  which  flash- 
ed  alternately  and  retired.  The  features 
he  saw  were  never  to  be  forgotten  ;  they 
were  those  of  the  Spanish  Page — the  boy- 
woman,  who  had   so   nobly  rushed  be- 
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tween  him  and  destruction.  Scarcely 
knowing  what  he  did,  he  caught  the 
stranger  to  his  bosom. — '^  Speak,"  he 
cried,  '^  Henrico  !  who  are  you,  extraor- 
dinary boy  ?"  Henrico  !  I  will  not  be 
deceived.  If  we  stood  too:ether  uDon  the 
wreck  of  the  world,  in  the  depths  of  the 
fiery  abyss,  the  truth  I  will — must  know. 
You  are  Matilda. — (The  figure  sighed.) 
— By  what  magic  has  this  strange  decep- 
tion been  carried  on  ?  What  strange 
disguise  ?   what  illusive  metamorphosis  ?" 

''  Forbear!"  exclaimed  Beaumont,  '*  is 
this  a  time  for  doubts,  when  all  the  hor- 
rors and  energies  of  the  incensed  '  Invi- 
sible' are  loosed  against  us  ?  Is  this  a  time 
for  wonder,  where  all  is  wonderful?" 

"  I  see  a  thick  smoke  rolling  along  the 
passage,"  interrupted  Blackburne,  and  I 
think  I  discern  faces  through  it," 

''  We  are  lost,"  ejaculated  Beaumont. 
'^  Colonel,  help  me  to  force  the  gate  !  But 
one  more  effort." 

Morrice  heard  nothing — saw  nothing. 
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—  '^  Henrico^  —  Matilda  —  answer  me. 
Do  the  dead  rise  ?  Is  the  world  possessed 
by  the  powers  of  evil  ?  or  are  you  of  the 
lost  amidst  these  baneful  regions  ?  a  rose 
flaunting  over  the  bones  of  corruption. 
The  idea  harrows  my  soul.  Answer  me, 
or  from  this  spot  I  never  move.  Are  you 
Matilda  Cottrell  ?" 

'•  She  is/'  said  Beaumont;  ^*  and  she  is 
pure  as  purity  itself:  the  man  that  ques- 
tions it  must  make  his  road  through  my 
heart — let  that  suffice.  I  love  her  beyond 
thought,  Morrice.  Nay,  do  not  start :  my 
violence  has  passed  away.  I  love  her  as 
the  Persian  does  the  sun — with  silent  ado- 
ration, with  inimitably  distant  homage. 
But  her  love  for  you  is  more  than  mortal, 
'  passing  the  love  of  w^oman  ?'  It  would 
call  down  the  brightest  spirits  from  their 
starry  chariots  to  w  itness  and  to  weep." 

''  Then  come  what  will!"'  replied  his 
friend.  '*  I  am  beyond  the  reach  of  fear, 
or  sorrow,  or  accident.  Let  all  the  ter- 
rors of  this  invisible  junta  burst  around, 
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and  their  vengeance  pour  upon  me  :  I  havn 
tasted  one  moment  of  secure  happiness, 
and  the  conviction  swells  my  bosom  with 
a  new  ineffable  existence." 

As  he  spoke  he  grasped  a  hand  which 
returned  his  pressure,  and  heard  with  ex- 
tasy  the  breathing  of  a  sigh  upon  his 
shoulder,  w  hich  spoke  more  than  words 
could  utter ;  but  confusion  and  combus- 
tion round  them  increased  tenfold,  and 
nearly  annulled  the  sound  of  the  voice  ; 
while  a  dense  stifling  smoke  began  to  hide 
their  faces  from  each  others'  view. 

^'Colonel, — Morrice,  force  the  gate!' 
cried  Beaumont,  w^ith  the  energetic  ac- 
cents of  despair.  '^  My  life  is  nothing  ; 
but  can  we  stand  and  see  this  angel  pe- 
rish, impotent  to  aid  her — see  her  gasping 
and  blackening  with  a  death  of  suffoca- 
tion ?" 

"  Oh  horror !"  cried  Morrice,  ^'  what. 
is  to  be  done  ?  Have  I  found  her  to  lose 
her — to  see  her  perish  before  my  eyes  ?" 

A  peal  of  thunder,  which  deafened  all 
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sense  of  hearing,  interrupted  his  words. 
When  it  ceased,  the  disguised  Matilda, 
for  the  first  time,  spoke, — 

''  My  dear  Sir  Arthur — dearest  colonel, 
you  struggle  in  vain  to  burst  this  gate  :  a 
giant's  strength  would  fail.  Follow 
me." 

She  said,  and  pressing  the  arm  of  her 
lover,  (for  the  first  time  avowed  a  lover 
amidst  so  many  horrors,)  led  the  asto- 
nished and  bewildered  party  down  a 
sloping  passage,  to  an  opposite  door  cor- 
responding with  that  which  they  left,  but 
hitherto  concealed  by  the  descent.  Here 
the  suffocating  smoke  no  longer  pursued 
them,  and  the  conflict  of  noises  for  a 
moment  paused.  But  they  now  distinctly 
heard  whisperings  close  at  hand,  and 
overhead,  accompanied  with  short  con- 
temptuous laughs.  A  considerable  space 
of  vaulted  passage  was  still  before  them  : 
pursuing  which,  they  arrived  at  a  gentle 
acclivity  formed  in  the  rock,  apparently 
with  little  help  of  art.  It  ascended  to 
an  immense  distance,  at  a  small  angle 
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of  elevation  ;  and  they  could  just  discern, 
from  the  dark  gulph  in  which  they  stood, 
that  it  terminated  in  a  square  aperture, 
through  which  a  stream  of  light  pene- 
trated the  gallery,  and  struggled  with  the 
darkness  in  which  it  was  involved.  Oil 
one  side,  at  the  foot  of  this  ascending 
esplanade,  there  gaped  a  yawning  cavity  ; 
the  depth  of  which  it  was  impossible  for 
the  eye  to  ascertain  ;  but  in  the  sides  of 
the  begirding  rock,  there  were  rifts  and 
chinks,  which,  to  all  appearance,  ad- 
mitted the  silver  glimmering  of  external 
day. 

'^  If  we  can  but  reach  that  aperture," 
said  the  beautiful  and  extraordinary 
guide,  urging  Morrice  towards  the  ascent 
with  breathless  impetuosity,  ''  we  are 
safe." 

^'  And  then  we  are  one  for  ever !" 
whispered  Morrice,  tenderly  encircling 
her  waist  with  his  arm. 

A  loud  peal  of  mocking  laughter,  which 
filled  all  the  stupendous  recesses  of  the 
place    with    its    echo,  resounded    as  he 
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spoke. — Dark  figures,  very  undefined, 
but  apparently  human  by  their  gestures, 
were  seen  perpetually  crossing  the  dis- 
tant aperture,  and  eclipsing  the  feeble 
light.  Another  explosion  ensued.  The 
walls  fell  on  either  side  !  the  floor  broke 
open  at  their  feet ;  a  deep  impassable 
yawning  abyss  presented  itself ;  and  in  a 
moment,  with  a  boiling  impetuosity,  a 
torrent  of  flame  gushed  across  it :  dash-^ 
ing  its  crimson  waves  against  the  un- 
covered bowels  of  the  rock  in  scintillating 
fragments,  or  eddying  round  in  dark 
bubbling  whirlpools,  which  vomited  up 
a  thick  red  smoke.  Matilda  wrung  her 
hands  ;  but  Morrice,  raising  her  in  his 
arms,  desperately  descended  the  glaring 
precipice,  in  the  hope  of  springing  to  the 
other  side. 

''  On,  colonel  1  save  that  angel !"  said 
Beaumont,  "  and  care  not  for  me  : — leave 
me  to  my  fate." 

He  spoke  instinctively  ;  for  the  dagger 
of  some  invisible  hand  glittered  from  a  re- 
cess in  the  rock,  and  the  ambushed  person 
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who  grasped  it,  struck  it  with  unerring 
force,  into  the  gasping  breast  of  Beaumont. 

Another  fierce  laugh  followed,  and  a 
voice,  immediately  recognized  for  that 
of  Ignatius  Carteret,  was  heard  exclaim- 
ing, with  an  exulting  and  ferocious 
growl — 

"  Take  thy  fate,  traitor — the  fate  thou 
hast  deserved  !  Thou  hast  mocked  and 
doubted  our  vengeance — feel  it !" 

A  blaze  of  many  torches,  gushed  from 
the  recess  ;  the  eyes  of  the  murderer  were 
seen  ferociously  glaring  among  them,  and 
the  voice  of  Beaumont  was  heard. 

"  Tm  murdered,  Morrice.  —  The 
wound  of  my  sires  is  mine — Revenge 
your  friend  u  ion  these  midnight  ruffians. 
Farewell  Matilda  !" 

Morrice,  still  bearing  his  lovely  bur- 
den >  hesitatingly  returned,  and  in  the 
next  moment  he  heard  the  murdered  man 
thrown,  as  if  with  violence,  down  a  de- 
clivity. With  his  flesh  creeping  with 
horror,  he  listened  to  the  echo  of  his 
friend's  body,  as  it  bounded  from  crag  to 


PONTEFRACT   CASTLE.  2B9 

crag: ;   the  crush  of  his  bones  was  dis- 
tinctly  heard  against  the  rocky  points, 
mingled  with  his  decreasing  groans.     At 
last,   a  resounding  plash,  like  water  sud- 
denly beaten,   was   heard,   and   all  was 
still.     Morrice  looked  upon  his  beautiful 
burden — she  had  fainted,   and  her  head 
hung  upon  his  shoulder.     Despair  was 
before  and  behind  him  ;   the  agony  of  his 
thouo^hts    was    unutterable.       He  ao^ain 
looked   wistfully  upon  the  red  yawning 
rift — but  to  rush  through  the  flames  ap- 
peared impossible.     At  that  moment  he 
Jieard  Black burne  calHng  from  beneath^ — 
^'  This  way,  colonel,  this  way  ; — the 
fire  has  here  subsided  aid  left  a  narrow 
passage.     Descend  !  better  to  perish  in 
die  attempt  than  stay. — This  way,  colo- 
nel, follow  me.'* 

As  he  spoke,  he  pointed  out  a  narrow 
ridge,  against  which  the  gushing  flames 
beat  feebly  and  retiringly.  In  the  lapse 
of  a  moment  he  was  seen  waving  his  hand 
on  the  opposite  side,  and  the  colonel  still 
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bearing  Matilda,  followed  with  desperate 
resolution,  but  tottering  step. 

"  The  door— the  door—"  said  Blaek- 
burne,  rushing,  like  a  freed  maniac  up  the 
ascent.  ''  1  hold  it.  It's  here.  Liberty 
—liberty!" 

Morrice  breathed  again  !  the  light 
of  day  streamed  cheerfully  on  his  re- 
animated countenance.  He  already  in- 
haled the  pure  breath  of  the  external 
air.  At  this  moment  of  exultation,  the 
flooring  of  the  esplanade  sunk  beneath 
him  ;  a  colossal  portcullis  of  solid  rock 
fell  with  a  loud  crash  before  the  aperture, 
and  a  large  slab  of  the  same  dimensions, 
closed  up  the  avenue  behind.  The  floor 
then  descended  so  rapidly,  that  it  swept 
away  recollection  and  sense. — Morrice 
lay  for  some  time  stunned.  On  reco- 
vering, he  found  himself  and  Blackburne 
lying  at  the  bottom  of  a  cavern.  His 
first  impulse  was  to  look  round  for  Ma- 
tilda: a  confused  sensation  of  having 
struggled  with  some  powerful  arm  to  re- 
tain her  during  the  descent,  was  the  firsit 
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idea  of  recurring  recollection.  But  he 
found  her  still  lying  by  him  pale  as  a  lily, 
and  without  sense.  No  time  was  given  him 
for  thought.  The  place  where  he  w^as, 
was  a  large  cavern,  the  mouth  of  which 
was  partly  concealed  by  a  festoon  cf  I'ank 
weeds  and  grass  :  a  signal  pistol  was 
fjred,  and  the  glitter  of  arms  w^as  seen 
moving  before  the  cave's  mouth.  Dizzy 
and  confused,  Morrice  still  bearing  Ma- 
tilda, and  followed  by  Blackburne,  emerg- 
ed from  the  mouth  of  the  cavern ;  like 
Hercules,  bearing  up  the  wife  of  Admetus 
from  hell,  or  patriarchal  spirits  evoked  by 
the  ^'  last  trump"  from  the  grave.  The 
sight  which  met  their  eyes  was  as  fatal, 
if  not  as  terrible,  as  the  scenes  they  had 
so  miraculously  escaped.  A  body  of  par- 
liamentary troops  stood  ranged  in  close 
order,  with  their  pieces  levelled,  on  a 
narrow  strip  of  green  lawn  before  the 
mouth  of  the  cavern,  and  seemed  evi- 
dently to  have  been  waiting  their  appear- 
ance.  An  officer  immediately  advanced. 

VOL.  III.  Jf 
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'^  Colonel  Moirice,"  said  he, ''  and  you. 
Lieutenant  Blackburne,  you  are  my  pri- 
soners. I  arrest  you  of  high  treason,  in 
the  nanae  and  on  the  behalf  of  the  Com- 
mons of  England.  Surrender  your  swords." 

There  was  no  alternative — Morrice  and 
his  companion  immediately  complied. 

"  I  believe,"  said  Morrice,  '^  I  have 
the  honour  of  addressing  Colonel  Bright ; 
I  know  you  are  a  gentleman,  and  there- 
fore I  have  no  reason  to  ask  that  I  may 
be  treated  like  one.  I  have  done  your  fa- 
mily some  service  in  better  times,  and  all 
the  favour  I  have  to  beg  of  you  in  return, 
is  to  allow  this  young  page,  as  you  see  in 
a  swoon,  who  is  my  servant,  to  accom- 
pany me  wherever  your  duty  obliges  you 
to  convey  us." 

The  commanding  officer  courteously 
complied  with  the  request,  and  the  pri- 
soners w  ere  immediately  after  conducted 
to  Hatfield;  whence,  after  w^aiting  for 
some  time  there,  in  anticipation  of  the 
forth-coming  assizes,  they  were  conducted 
to  York. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

Why  was  my  breeding  ordered  and  prescribed 

As  of  a  person  separate  to  God, 

Designed  for  great  exploits,  if  I  must  die 

Betrayed,   captived? 

Made  of  my  enemies  the  scorn  and  gaze, 

To  grind  in  brazen  fetters,  under  task 

With  this  heaven-gifted  strength  ? 

Oh  strength  debased. 

Worse  than  bond  slave  !  Promise  was  that  I 

Should  Israel  from  Philistian  yoke  deliver. 

Ask  for  the  great  deliverer  now,  and  find  him 

Himself  in  bonds  under  Philistian  yoke. 

Samson  Agonistes. 
* 

Among  the  authentic  papers  consigned 
to  the  collator  of  the  foregoing  narrative, 
is  the  following  account  of  Colonel  John 
Morrice's  trial,  taken  in  short  hand  at 
York.  It  is  presented  to  the  reader  ex- 
actly in  the  state  in  which  it  has  reached 
him.  There  appear  to  be  some  slight 
m2 
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errors  in  it,  probably  arising  from  the  in- 
advertency of  the  short-hand  writer  ;  but 
the  authenticity  of  it  is  unquestionable, 
and  to  make  any  alteration  in  it  would  be 
doing  it  a  great  injustice.  The  most  re- 
markable features  about  it  are  the  strange 
discussion  between  the  judge  and  the  pri- 
soner, in  which  the  argument  of  the  first 
seems  to  centre  entirely  in  the  ultima  ra- 
tio  of  force.  It  has  been  remarked,  that 
sever&l  circumstances  in  this  trial, — the 
violation  of  the  jury  laws, — the  refusal 
of  the  prisoner  to  plead, — his  denial  of 
the  competency  of  the  court,  — together 
witli  his  concluding  threat  of  future  re- 
tribution, bear  no  slight  analogy  to  the 
events  that  characterised  the  trial  of 
that  sovereign,  in  whose  cause  he  suf- 
fered. 

Colonel  Morrice,  being  demanded  to 
hold  up  his  hand,  refused.  The  indict- 
ment was  then  read,  charging  him  with 
high  treason,  for  levying  war  against  the 
late  king  and  the  parliament,  upon  tlie 
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statute  of  Edward  the  Fifth.  The  court 
desired  him  to  plead  guilty  or  not 
guilty. 

Colonel  Morrice — My  lords,  under  cor- 
rection, I  conceive  that  this  court  has  no 
just  power  to  try  me  in  this  case.  I  am 
a  martial  man,  and  I  ought  consequently 
to  be  tried  by  a  council  of  war. 

The  Court — Sir,  what  do  you  say  ? 
Are  you  guilty  or  not  guilty?  This  is 
the  second  time  you  have  been  asked.' 
Sir,  if  you  refuse  to  answer  a  third  time, 
we  shall  know  how  to  proceed.  Are  you 
guilty  or  not  guilty  ? 

Colonel  Morrice — My  lords,  I  still  con- 
ceive, under  favour,  that  I  ou2:ht  not  to 
be  tried  here.  If  I  have  done  any  thiiiii, 
worthy  of  death,  I  appeal  to  a  court-mar- 
tial ;  to  my  Lord  Fairfax,  the  major-ge- 
neral ;  or  to  a  general  council  of  war. 
You  have  no  precedent  for  this  proceed- 
ing :  neither  have  you  any  more  right  to 
try  me  in  this  wav,  than  I  have  to  suffer 
by  it. 
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Tke  Court — Sir,  are  you  guilty  or  not 
guilty  ?    This  is  the  third  time. 

Colonel  Morrice — My  lords,  if  I  am 
forced  to  plead  by  compulsion,  I  submit. 
{  conceive  that  I  am  nofc  guilty. 

The  Court — How  will  you  be  tried  ? 

Colonel  Morrice — I  was  never  at  any 
bar  before ;  I  am  ignorant  of  the  usual 
form . 

Judge  PuUstone — (In  a  rough  voice.) 
Tell  him  what  to  say  ! 

Upon  this  one  of  the  officers  of  the 
court  suggested  to  him  the  words — ''  By 
God  and  the  country." 

Colonel  Morrice — By  God  and  the 
countiy. 

The  Jury  was  then  called  over  :  a  chal- 
lenge was  immediately  made  by  Colonel 
Morrice  to  the  first  name. — It  was  Brooke, 
who  was  returned  to  serve  as  foreman. 

Colonel  Morrice — My  lords,  I  take  an 
exception  against  that  man,  Brooke. 

The  Court — Sir,  he  is  sworn,  and  you 
speak  too  late. 
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Colonel  Morrice — I  appeal  to  Brooke 
himself,  whether  he  be  sworn  or  no. 

Brooke — Sir,  I  am  not  oblige:!  to  an- 
swer yon,  but  the  court. — My  lord,  I  cer- 
tainly did  not  kiss  the  book. 

The  Court — Well,  sir,  that  is  no  mat- 
ter  ;  it  is  only  a  ceremony. 

Colonel  Morrice — My  lords,  I  entreat 
your  honours  that  I  may  except  against 
him.  I  know  him,  as  well  as  I  know  my 
right-hand,  to  be  my  deadliest  enemy. 

Hie  Clerk  of  the  Assize — Sir,  he  is  a 
recorded  man  :  there  is  no  declaring 
asrainst  the  record. 

Colonel  Morrice — I  submit,  my  lords. 

As  the  rest  of  the  jury  w^ere  called  over, 
Colonel  Morrice  challenged  sixteen  noto- 
rious party-men,  who  were  attempted  to 
be  packed. 

Judge  Pulistone — (  With  a  harsh  voice.) 
Sir,  keep  within  qompass,  or  I  will  give 

YOU  SUCH    A    BLOW,    AS    WILL    STRIKE    OFF 
YOUR  HEAD. 

Colonel  Morrice — My  Lords,  I  require 
nothing  but  justice.     By  the  statute   of 
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14th  Henry  VII.  fo.  19,  I  am  permitted 
legally  to  challenge  thirty- five  men  with- 
out shewing  cause  to  the  contrary. 

The  Court  (after  examining  the  re- 
cords  J — It  is  granted. 

After  this  a  full  jury  was  returned,  and 
the  indictment  read  at  large.  Then  fol- 
lowed the  evidence  forthe  commonwealth, 
^being  extremely  full,  proving  that  Colonel 
John  Morrice  acted  as  o-overnor  at  Pon- 
tefract  Castle  against  the  government. 
The  colonel  listened  with  a  placid  gentle- 
man-like manner  to  this  evidence,  with- 
<.ut  objecting  or  contradicting.  Y/hen  it 
closed  he  again  addressed  the  Court. 

Colonel  Morrice — My  Lords,  I  humbly 
request  a  copy  of  my  indictment,  in  order 
that  I  may  know  what  I  have  to  answer. 
1  submit  that  I  may  plead  specially  as 
well  as  generally. 

The  Court — Sir,  you  cannot  do  so  by 
law. 

Colonel  Morrice — My  Lords,  I  conceive, 
under  favour,  there  is  a  point  of  law  in 
this,  and  I  humbly  desire  to  have  counsel. 
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I  conceive  that  being-  attainted  by  the  law 
of  high  treason,  I  ought  to  have  counsel 
assigned  to  me,  on  the  ground  of  the  Isi 
Hendry  VII.  fo.  23. 

Judge  Pulistone — Sir,  I  tell  you,  you 
can't  have  it. 

Co/one/ J/orr/c^--Then,  my  Lords,  I  sub- 
mit, under  favour,  that  I  am  in  no  way  guilty 
of  high  treason,  as  I  am  charged  in  thi 
indictment.  My  Lords,  it  is  there  stated 
that  the  treason  is  against  the  king,  the 
crown,  and  against  his  peace.  Whereas, 
my  Lords,  I  can  demonstrate  that  I  have 
acted  solely  for  the  king,  and  in  no  shapt* 
against  him.  In  proof  of  which  here  is 
my  commission. 

Saying  this,  Colonel  Morrice  tendered 
a  paper  to  the  bench.  The  Court  slightly 
glanced  at  it,  and  then  answered. 

The  Court — Sir,  you  are  deceived. 

Judge  Pulistone — It's  false  !  its  from 
the  prince,  not  from  the  king. 

Colonel  Morrice — My  Lords,   it  is   a 
notorious  circumstance  that  my  Lord  Fair- 
m5 
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fax  derives  his  commission  from  the  Par- 
liament ;  and  upon  the  strength  of  that, 
grants  commissions  to  his  officers,  which 
amounts  to  the  same  thing  as  this.  The 
prince  derives  his  authority  from  his 
father,  as  I  hold  mine  from  the  prince ; 
which  is  full  power;  the  latter  being 
Captain  General  of  his  Majesty's  Forces. 

Judge  Pulistone — Sir,  have  you  nothing 
more  to  say  ? 

Colonel  Morrice — My  Lords,  under  cor- 
rection, I  submit  that  this  is  sufficient. 
For,  by  the  same  warrant,  all  judges,  all 
justices  of  the  peace ;  nay,  your  lord- 
ships, your  predecessors,  and  all  others 
officiating  in  the  same  manner,  have 
been  empowered  to  act.  By  law  and  cus- 
tom, all  processes  and  writs  of  law  have 
been  enacted  in  his  name,  and  by  his 
authority. 

Judge  Thorpe — Sir,  his  power  was  not 
in  him,  but  in  the  kingdom  ;  for  he  was 
in  trust  for  the  kingdom  For  example, 
the  king  s  highway  and  the  king's  com- 


PONTEFRACT    CASTLE.  251 

mon,  being  so  called,  are  not  his,  but  his 
subjects' ;  and  his  natural  power  and  legal 
power  are  two  distinct  things. 

Colonel Mor rice — Pardon  me,  my  Lord, 
under  correction,  I  conceive,  that  his  na- 
tural and  legal  power  are  one,  indivisible 
and  inseparable. 

Judge  PuUstone — Sir,  all  is  one,  if 
the  king  bid  me  kill  a  man ;  is  this 
a  sufficient  reason  for  me  to  plead  ?  No, 
Sir ;  it's  unlawful.  Have  you  no 
more? 

Colonel  Mor  rice — Sirs,  I  beseech  your 
lordships  give  me  leave  to  speak  ;  I  am 
upon  my  life. 

Judge  Thorpe — Speak  what  you  will, 
sir]:  you  shall  be  heard. 

Colonel  Morrice — I  thank  your  Lord- 
ship. Then,  my  Lords,  I  submit  that  I 
have  acted  in  nothing  against  the  Par- 
liament, as  the  indictment  charges  me. 
For  that  which  I  did  was  for  the  kino- 
and  it  is  notorious,  that  since  the  abolish- 
ing of  legal  power,  I  have  not  meddled 
\vith  any  thino^  against  the  Parliament  : 
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that  Act  passed  on  the  14th  of  July  last, 
and  previous  to  the  abolition  which  it  de- 
creed, the  princely  palace  which  I  held  by 
commission  from  my  sovereign,  was  le- 
velled with  the  ground.  My  Lords,  I  in- 
treat  your  lordships  that  my  commission 
may  be  read,  in  order  to  give  satisfaction 
to  the  court. 

Judge  PuUstone — Sir,  it  will  do  you  no 
good  :  you  may  as  well  shew  a  commis- 
sion from  the  Pope  of  Rome — all's  one. 

Colonel  Morrice — My  Lords,  I  intreat 
your  lordships  to  do  me  that  justice. 

Judge  Thorpe  —  (Turning  to  Judge 
PuUstone) — For  my  part,  I  am  willing, 
if  my  brother  consent. 

Judge  PuUstone — Sir,  we  held  it  by 
law  to  be  void  :  it  is  all  to  no  purpose. 

Colonel  M?mce— Then,  my  Lords,  if  you 
will  not  do  me  the  justice  to  have  it  read, 
i  beseech  you  to  restore  it  to  me  again. 

Upon  receiving  the  commission  back 
again  from  the  bench.  Colonel  Morrice 
address^  the  court  as  follows  : — 

Colonel  Morrice — My  Lords,   it  is  to 
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me  a  strange  thing  that  your  lordships 
should  now  hazard  the  enforcing  an  act, 
which  never   was   done  before.     Of  all 
your  predecessors  in  office  none  ever  at- 
tempted such  an  act.    It  will  be  well  if  it 
turn  not  to  your  and  your  friends'  bane  ; 
that  you,  in  my  case,  for  the  first  time, 
establish  a  precedent,   for  you  to  inflict, 
and  me  to  suffer.     My  Lords,  it  is  with 
no  view  of  saving  my  life  that  I  speak  : 
I  am  prepared,  thanks  be  to  God  !  and 
perfectly  willing,  to  part  with  this  lump 
of  clay.   Sufficient  time,  indeed,  has  been 
granted  to  me  for  repentance — twenty- 
two  weeks  have  elapsed  from  my  first  im- 
prisonment. It  is  a  long  time,  my  Lords, 
and  I  am  sorry  for  those  who  are  likely 
to  sutfer  by  the  same  precedent,  if  your 
lordships   take   my  life.      My   Lords,  I 
speak   nothing  out  of  vain  glory  or  of 
threat.     This   is   no   time   for  boasting, 
with  such  a  cloud  hanging  over  our  heads. 
I  only  desire  that  a  fair  sunshine  may 
succeed  to  dispel  it.  Hear  me,  ray  Lords  ! 
— there  were  a  world  of  plots  in  the  king- 
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dom  when  I  took  the  castle  ;  and  though 
all  appears  a  calm  now,  it  is  a  hollow 
calm,  preceding  a  storm.  There  are  not 
w^anting  men  like  me  to  act  the  same  bold 
part.  It  was  mine  to  light  the  train  at 
Scarborough — Montrose  to  be  a  torch  to 
the  Highlands — Boynton  to  allume  a  ral- 
lying beacon  at  Tinmouth — others  to  fire 
the  train  in  various  parts  of  the  country. 
My  Lords,  you  may  take  my  life,  but  you 
will  not  extinguish  that  train.  There  will 
be  thousands,  when  I  am  gone,  to  take 
up  the  linstock  and  fire  the  culverin. 

Judge  Thorpe — Sir,  you  have  little 
hopes  to  talk  of  giving  fire  in  these  parts, 
since  the  total  rout  your  party  has  lately- 
sustained  in  Ireland. 

Colonel  Morrice — I  am  unwilling  to 
contradict  your  late  news  from  Ireland. 
But,  since  you  have  given  me  the  hint  of 
it,  you  must  permit  me  to  apprise  your 
lordships  that  I  have  just  received  letters 
from  the  Marquis  of  Ormond,  dated  the 
3d  of  August  last.  I  believe  your  date  is 
but  the  2d.     In  mine,  it  is  the  pleasure 
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of  his  lordship  to  let  me  understand  the 
high  value  in  which  he  holds  me  ;  and  he 
states  expressly,  which  is  well  deserving 
of  your  attention,  my  Lords,  that  he  will 
have  '^  eye  for  eye,"  and  ^'  tooth  for 
tooth ;"  and  whatever  befalls  me  here, 
the  like  shall  befall  the  prisoners  in  his 
power.  And  he  adds,  significantly,  that 
their  number  is  not  small.  These  are  his 
letters,  my  Lords,  and  you  will  do  well  to 
be  warned.  Methinks  if  your  lordships 
set  no  value  upon  my  person,  you  should, 
at  least,  have  some  regard  for  such  mul- 
titudes of  your  friends. 

Judge  Pulistone — Sir,  have  you  no 
more  to  say  ? 

Colonel  Morrice — My  Lords,  I  insist 
upon  my  commission.  I  submit  that  it 
is  quite  sufficient  to  defend  and  keep  me 
harmless  in  all  that  I  have  done,  notwith- 
standing your  power  to  the  contrary. 

The  Court — It  is  nothing  at  all.  We 
have  power  to  try  you  here. 

Colonel  Morrice — Then,  my  Lords, 
under  correction,   laymen  may,  at  any 
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time,  be  tried  by  a  court-martial ;  which, 
if  conceded,  you  shake  the  pillars  of  the 
common  law,  and  those  excellent  acts, 
!Magna  Charta  and  the  Petition  of  Rights, 
are  destroyed. 

The  Court — We  shall  do  what  justice 
requires.  You  are  not  looked  upon  here 
as  a  soldier. 

Colonel  3Iorrice — Under  correction,  I 
still  submit  that  I  have  taken  the  oath  of 
allegiance,  and,  therefore  conceive  that  I 
was  bound  to  act  as  I  did,  setting  aside 
my  commission  altogether.  I  therefore 
beseech  you  that  you  will  not  deny  me 
justice — that  you  will  not  turn  to  the 
right  hand  of  affection,  nor  to  the  left  of 
hatred,  but  leave  an  open  ear  for  the  ac- 
cused as  well  as  the  accuser.  Neither  have 
I  done  any  thing  contrary  to  my  alle- 
^riance,  which  allegiance  I  am  bound  to 
pay,  as  well  to  the  son  as  to  the  father. 
But  as  for  any  allegiance  I  owe  to 
these — 

Judge  Thorpe — f  Interrupting  him.  J — 
Sir,  if  you  have  any  thing  else  to  say, 
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Speak  for  yourself,  or  be  silent,  for  this  is 
foreign  to  the  purpose. 

Colonel  Morrice — Your  lordship  says 
true.  For  since  you  have  rejected  the 
only  authority  by  which  I  was  warranted 
to  act,  I  might  as  well  have  held  my  peace 
from  the  first,  and  answered  nothing. — 
Defence,  I  am  aware,  is  fruitless  :  and  all 
that  I  have  said  is  for  the  satisfaction  of 
those  that  hear.  If  you  are  determmed  to 
make  me  a  precedent  of  injustice,  be  it 
so.  You  may  do  with  me  as  you  did  with 
my  late  dear  and  ever-honoured  lord  ; 
and  follow^  up  the  injustice  by  a  fresh  act, 
that  my  condemnation  may  not  be  inter- 
preted as  a  precedent  to  any  future  sol- 
dier. My  Lords,  the  charge  you  make 
against  me  is  grounded  on  the  notorious 
law,  that  whoever  takes  up  arms  against 
the  King,  is  guilty  of  high  treason.  This 
I  submit  is  the  only  definition  of  it.appli- 
cable  to  my  case.  Have  I  taken  up  arms 
against  the  King  ?  On  the  contrary,  I  took 
them  for  his  benefit,  and  by  his  express 
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authority.  If  you  condemn  me  for  this, 
you  violate  an  express  act.  By  the  11th 
Henry  the  Seventh,  1st  chapter,  it  is 
enacted,  that  they  who  shall  aid  and  assist 
the  King,  whether  at  home  or  abroad, 
shall  not  be  called  in  question. 

Judge  Thorpe — It  is  true,  sir ;  but 
Henry  the  Seventh  then  stood  in  a  fickle 
condition,  and  being  a  usurper,  made 
that  act  for  his  own  safety :  sometimes 
the  Duke  of  York  ruling,  sometimes  the 
Duke  of  Lancaster,  with  various  vicissi- 
tudes ;  therefore  it  was  enacted. 

Colonel  Morrice — But,  my  Lords,  this 
same  act  of  Henry  the  Seventh  was  later 
than  that  of  Edward  the  Third,  which  you 
have  laid  against  me  ;  nor  was  it  ever  re- 
pealed, till  the  last  act  of  the  14th  of  July, 
before  which  time  the  fortress  of  Ponte- 
fract  Castle  was  surrendered. 

Judge  Thorpe — ^^¥ell,  sir,  it  seems  you 
have  no  more  to  alledge.  What  have  you 
to  say  Blackburne  ? 

The  lieutenant  smiled  contemptuous- 
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ly,  and  made  no  reply.  Upon  which  Judge 
Pulistone  commanded  irons  to  be  laid 
upon  the  two  prisoners. 

Colonel  Morrice — My  Lords,  I  humbly 
desire  that  we  may  not  be  manacled  in 
this  manner,  and  if  you  have  any  doubt  of 
us,  that  we  may  have  a  stronger  guard. 

Judge  Thorpe — Sir,  you  have  made 
such  desperate  attempts  through  guards 
stationed  to  receive  you,  that  you  must  be 
looked  to  now  :  however,  if  Master  She- 
riff pleases,  I  make  no  objection. 

Colonel  Morrice — f  With  great  agony) 
— Sir,  1  entreat  that  this  manacling  may 
be  forborne.  I  am  a  soldier,  sir  ;  and  if 
you  please  to  station  a  guard  of  one  hun- 
dred men  upon  me,  I  will  pay  the  ex- 
pense. This  is  not  only  a  disgrace  to  me, 
but  to  my  profession  in  general  :  it  trou- 
bles me  infinitely  more  than  the  loss  of 
life.     I  implore  you.  Master  Sheriff — 

Sheriff- — ( SneeringlyJ — Sir,  irons  are 
the  safest  guards. 

Colonel  Morrice — My  Lords,  hitherto,  I 
thank  God  !  I  have  done  no  unsoldierlynor 
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base  act ;  nor  would  I  deviate  from  the  same 
course  to  save  my  life.  It  is  true,  I  stand 
beneath  your  eye  like  Sampson  exulted  over 
by  the  Philistines ;  but  1  swear  by  the  great 
God,  that  though  I  have  the  power  to  shake 
the  pillar,  and  bringdown  ruin  upon  your 
heads,  I  abstain  from  the  act.  Revenge 
calls  on  me  to  do  it,  but  I  still  refrain. 
The  boon  I  ask  in  return,  my  Lords,  is 
small ;  grant  it,  I  implore  !  Disgrace  not 
a  soldier's  hands  with  these  vile  fetters  ! 

Sheriff* — Come,  sir,  it  can't  be  helped  ; 
we  are  commanded,  and  must  obey. 

Colonel  Blorrice — My  Lords,  I  again 
implore  you  to  grant  me  this  favour  ! 
take  my  life  and  welcome,  but  forbear 
these  chains — this  is  a  real  death.  This 
manacling — this  dishonour — in  front  of 
this  court — before  my — 

Sheriff— (Interrupting.)  — Come,  sir, 
no  more  delay. — It  must  be  done. 

As  thesheriff  was  executing  this  office, 
and  the  heavy  fetters  rattled  as  they  were 
fixed  upon  the  prisoners,  a  loud  shriek, 
which  seemed  to  come  from  where  Lady 


PONTEFRACT    CASTLE.  261 

Fairfax  sat,  for  a  moment  attracted  the 
attention  of  the  court.  But  as  no  dis- 
turbance followed,  the  usual  routine  went 
on.  The  jury  and  the  judges  retired, 
and  the  prisoners  were  conducted  out  of 
court. 

After  a  short  interval  they  were  brouglit 
back  again,  and  the  jury  brought  in  a 
verdict  of  '^Guilty." 

Again  a  groan,  as  of  a  dying  person, 
vibrated  on  the  pulses  of  every  heart  in 
court. 

Colonel  Morrice — (  With  an  agonized 
look  to  Lady  Fairfax's  seat.)  My  Lord,  1 
am  here  found  guilty  of  treason  by  that 
villain  Brooke,  whom  I  know  to  be  my 
enemy  ;  and  the  first  man  to  whom  I  ex- 
cepted. In  which  I  feel  myself  unjustly 
treated,  for  none  could  find  me  guilty  of 
treason,  who  looked  to  the  letter  of  the 
law. 

Judge  Pulistone — Sir,  you  speak  too 
late  :  you  are  not  to  dispute  it  now. 

Colonel  Morrice — Neither  would  I,  my 
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Lord,  if  this  were  a  Court  of  Chancery  ; 
but  being  a  Court  of  Law,  boun^  up  by 
express  words  and  letter,  the  injustice  is 
so  glaring 


Judge  Piilistone — ^Well  sir,  you  are 
found  guilty !  Therefore  no  more  ! 

Colonel  Morrice — My  Lord,  I  receive 
the  sentence  with  perfect  alacrity  and 
cheerfulness  ;  and  I  thank  God  I  shall  die 
with  the  testimony  of  a  good  conscience, 
for  a  cause  equally  good.  Nay,  my  Lords, 
had  I  as  many  lives  as  there  are  stars  in 
the  attesting  firmament  above  us,  I  would 
sacrifice  them  all  for  an  object  so  great 
and  glorious. 

Judge  Pidistone — (Rising J  Sheriff, — 
gaoler,  take  him  away,  or  I  will  take 
vou  away  !* 


*  The  compiler  has  compared  this  account  with  a 
similar  narrative  in  Somers ,  and  finds  that  they 
nearly  word  for  word  cohere. — P.  P. 
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CHAPTER   XV. 

Judex  ille  cum  sedebit, 
Quicquid  latet  adparebit, 
Nil  inultum  remanebit. 
Dies  iree,  dies  ille 
Solvet  saclum  in  faviJla. 

Goethe's  Faustut. 

As  Pulistone  uttered  this  with  a  severe 
voice  and  inflamed  countenance,  amid  the 
tears  and  sobs  of  the  assembly,  another 
shriek  was  heard  from  a  corner  of  the 
court  where  Lady  Fairfax,  Frances  Clay- 
pole,  and  several  ladies  sat :  and  a  female 
figure  of  faultless  proportions,  in  a  sable 
disordered  dress,  with  raven  black  tresses, 
streaming  down  her  back,  and  a  black 
gauze  veil,  nearly  covering  her  person, 
stood  in  front  of  the  judgement  seat. 
The  face  of  that  figure  was  pale  as  the 
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marble  of  the  sculptor  ;  but  radiantly  fair 
as  the  new  fallen  snow  ;  and  the  glances  of 
her  large  and  dreamy  eyes,  black  as  the 
jettiest  ebony,  were  of  terrible  and  into- 
lerable radiance. 

Tiie  first  motion  of  Puhstone  was  a 
start  of  dismay  and  astonishment.  It 
was  as  if  the  ghost  of  his  assassinated 
country  stood  before  him,  to  reclaim  her 
tarnished  honor,  and  re-demand  her 
slau2:htered  children.  But  he  soon  re- 
covered  his  composure,  and  demanded 
who  had  admitted  the  '^  mad- woman/' 
and  by  wliat  authority  she  thus  confronted 
the  bench? 

"  My  name  is  my  passport,"  said  the 
extraordinary  figure,  still  fixing  the  va- 
cillataig  eye  of  Pulistone.  "  Justice,  in 
the  name  of  God !"  she  exclaimed,  '^  I 
call  for  justice  !  Who  dare  refuse  it  to 
the  daughter  of  the  Parliament's  gover- 
nor ? — Who  shall  refuse  justice  to  the 
widow  of  Rainsborough?" 

Thorpe  and  Puhstone  looked  aghast, 
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and  there  was  a  general  eclio  of  the 
nrcnie  of  Rainsboroudi  throu2:hout  the 
court ;  for  it  was  perfectly  understood 
that  the  illegal  sentence  upon  Morrice 
was  a  blood-offering  to  ihe  nianes  of  the 
republican  general. 

'•  If  you  are  the  wife  of  Rainsborough, 
madam, "  said  Pulistone,  ''  your  call  for 
justice  has  not  been  in  vain.  The  voice 
of  your  husband's  blood  has  smoked  to 
heaven,  and  brought  down  its  vengeance 
on  the  murderer." 

''Murderer?"  she  replied,  ''is  it  for 
you, Pulistone,  cryou,  Thorpe,  or  anyone 
in  this  place,  to  accuse  a  soldier,  and  a  man 
of  honor  of  murder  ?  Look  to  yourselves  ! 
The  actions  of  the  man  you  presume  to 
condemn,  have  been  perfoinied  before 
the  lij^ht  of  heaven  ;  in  performance  of 
his  duty,  to  his  country  and  his  king. 
Weio^h  your  own  in  the  balance,  and  see 
if  they  are  not  wanting.  Ye  canting  sy- 
cophants of  power,  supported  by  the 
sword  !    Ye,  who    abet   and  justify  the 
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wicked  for  reward!  who  participate 
alike  in  the  dirty  gains  of  rebeUion,  and 
ill  the  foulest  of  murders — parricide  ;  the 
nnirder  of  your  king  and  father !  Are  ye 
not  ashamed  to  sit  in  that  place,  in  defi- 
ance of  insulted  humanity,  and  weeping 
England?  to  sit  as  lawyers  upon  the 
wreck  of  law  ?  Are  ye  not  ashamed  to 
clothe  yourelves  in  the  loathsome  stolen 
trappings  of  a  power  usurped  by  Ban- 
ditti ?  If  you  have  warrant  to  condemn 
this  man  ;  aye,  or  the  least  that  is 
brought  for  judgement  here,  produce  your 
authority. — Ye  cannot.  Whence  is  it 
derived  ?  From  the  king,  as  the  law  and 
the  constitution  commands  ?  No  !  you 
have  destroyed  the  source  of  legitimacy. 
Is  it  derived  from  the  omnipotent  power 
of  the  three  estates  ?  No !  for  all  the 
faculties  and  powers  of  the  whole  state 
are  illegally  swallowed  up  by  the  rebel- 
lious commons.  Their  separate  autho- 
rity is  a  thing  unknown  to  the  law.  f 
maintain  that  it  is  invalid  and  null,   and 
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that  allegiance  is  now  as  naturally  ex- 
tinct, as  life  in  the  natural  body,  on  the 
separation  of  the  head.  There  is  no  war- 
rant for  what  you  do  in  the  common  or 
written  law  of  the  land.  It  is  a  bare- 
faced unblushing  usurpation  ;  a  fraud  upon 
them  you  judge — as  impudent  a  vio- 
lation of  the  common  sense,  and  common 
feelings  of  mankind,  as  to  condemn  a  man 
of  treason  for  not  being,  like  yourselves,  a 
traitor !  For  shame !  for  shame !  my  Lords  : 
descend  from  that  prostituted  tribunal, 
which  your  hatafal  falling -off  pollutes. 
And  if  ye  would  pacify  the  undying 
worm  within  ;  if  ye  v.ould  soothe  those 
murmurs  of  internal  conscience,  ^'  not  loud, 
}>ut  deep  ;"  if  ye  would  listen  to  those 
pleadings  '  trumpct-tongued,'  of  com- 
mon reason  which  ye  attempt  to  slifie 
and  to  drown  ;  desert  tlie  post  ye  have 
assumed.  Your  place  is  here,  my  lords  ! 
You  are  the  traitors  !  Let  him  you  have 
shamefully  interdicted  from  defei>ce,  and 
twice  wronged,  as  a  soldier  and  a  layman, 
N  2 
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ascend  the  judgment  seat ;  and  stand  yon 
iiere  as  culprits  against  the  immemorial 
laws,  the  inerasible  institutions  of  your 
native  country.  Stand  here,  and  in  tremb- 
ling and  humility  await  the  just  sentence 
decreed  upon  their  violation.  Is  it  be- 
cause the  prisoner  is  alone  in  virtue,  be- 
cause, ^^  among  the  faithless,  faithful  only 
found,"  that  you  make  the  awful  sw^ord  of 
law  a  handle  to  your  malignant  passions  ? 
Is  it  because  he  is  powerless  that  he  is 
guilty  ?  Is  there  not  one  above  us  who 
sees  and  judges  between  you  both?  If 
there  be  none  else  to  stand  up ;  none 
left  on  this  corrupting  globe  to  assert  the 
cause  of  rio:ht :  if  men  in  this  once  free 
country  are  tamed  to  wrongs  by  calamity, 
arid  broken  down  to  the  detestable  yoke 
by  endurance — hear  me,  a  woman,  pro- 
nounce your  sentence.  Traitors  to  God — 
to  your  country — to  your  king — and  to 
your  oaths! — Hear  my  judgement  upon 
you  ;  and  distinguish  in  my  words  the 
echo  of  what  posterity  will   pronounce. 
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Your  doom  is — eternal  remorse,  and  eter- 
nal execration !" 

A  deep  sympathetic  murmur  ran 
through  the  court  as  she  paused. — Pu- 
Hstone  sat  stupified  on  the  bench :  but 
Thorpe  rose,  and  with  a  voice  broken 
and  indistinct  with  passion,  not  unmix- 
ed with  dread,  cried  out — 

'*  I  desire  that  this  phrensied  woman 
be  excluded  from  the  court.  Let  the 
next  case  be  called  !  Officers,  do  your 
duty. 

The  strange  and  beautiful  appellant 
laughed  contemptuously. 

^'  If  the  officers  did  their  duty  in  obe- 
dience to  the  real,  not  the  mock  law,  it 
would  be  ill  for  you,  my  lord.  But  the 
ministers  of  evil  will  serve  the  powers  of 
evil ;  and  children  of  darkness  for  a  time 
suppress  the  children  of  light." 

An  officer  now  advanced  towards  her 
at  the  command  of  the  judge,  but  av.ed 
by  the  more  than   regal  dignity  which  a 
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sense  of  right  conferred  upon  her  figure 
and  countenance,  drew  back. 

^^  I  fear  not  your  anger  nor  your  threats, 
my  Lord.  There  is  no  one  here  that 
dares  to  lay  a  finger  on  the  widow  of 
Rainsborough.  I  say,  they  dare  not  for 
their  Hves.  My  wrongs,  my  sorrows,  my 
misfortunes,  in  the  prime  of  my  daysj 
create  an  inviolable  wall  around  my  per- 
son :  the  bolt  of  adversity  where  it  stri keSj 
consecrates,  as  the  lightning  did  of  old." 

There  was  now  an  increasing  sympathy 
with  the  speaker  throughout  the  whole 
court.  A  vast  number  of  females,  among 
w  horn  the  ladies  Fairfax  and  Clay  pole  ap- 
peared conspicuous,  vveix?  present ;  and  the 
pause  that  ensued  was  only  broken  by 
their  audible  sobs  and  lamentations. 

Jt  wa-s  a  strano'e  scene  to  behold  the 
wife  of  a  republican  vindicating  one  who 
was  called  an  extra-royalist :  to  behold  the 
daughter  of  Cottrell  and  the  w  ife  of  Rains- 
borough,  alone  defending  the  betrayer   of 
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one,  and  the  reputed    murderer  of  the 
other. 

Thorpe  again,  with  a  thundering  voice, 
commanded  the  officer  to  do  his  duty,  and 
Pulistone  faintly  joined. 

"  Is  there  any  one  here,"  she  said,  dart- 
ing a  searching  glance  towards  Pulistone, 
which  shrunk  him  into  himself;  ''is  there 
any  one  here,  who  can  lay  his  hand  upon 
his  heart,  and  say  that  Colonel — (she 
avoided  the  word),  that  the  late  governor 
of  Pomfret  is  justly  condemned  ?  I  waive 
his  military  right  to  a  court  martial.  I 
will  suppose  him  a  layrman.  Surely,  it 
cannot  be  disputed  that  there  exists  no 
crime  of  high  treason,  in  which  the  king 
is  not  aggrieved.  But  in  this  case  the 
injustice  is  audaciously  heaped  upon  in- 
justice. A  defender  of  the  king  is  con- 
demned of  his^h  treason  aoainst  the  kins, 
for  what  ?  for  serving  him  to  the  death  ; 
and  condemned  by  whom  ?  by  the  mur- 
derers of  the  king.  Was  ever  so  hor- 
rible an  abuse  of  justice  ?  Are  law  and 
reason  extinct  ?   Are  the  habits  and  in- 
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►stitiitions  of  a  thousand  years  buiiecl, 
like  Tarpeia,  beneath  the  weight  of 
arms  ?  These,  my  Lords,  are  the  first 
assizes  held  after  the  regicide,  and  this, 
1^  believe,  the  second  case.  Is  this  a 
pledge  of  purity  and  renovation  ? — tills  a 
.sample  of  the  nev>^  era  ? — the  reign  of  jus- 
tice?— the  purgation  of  the  law? — these 
the  first  fruits  of  a  crime  which  '^  makes  the 
angels  weep" — of  a  deed  which  would  still 
be  guilty  if  it  purchased  an  unsiilliedUtopia. 
The  condemned  has  been  called  an  extra- 
royalist — more  royal  than  the  king  ;  be- 
cause he  defended  a  royal  castle  when 
royalty  was  no  more.  But  is  this  a  plea 
to  be  set  up  in  a  country  where  the  king 
never  dies  ?  I  speak  of  no  new  fangled 
theory ,  my  Lords,  spawned  by  the  infamous 
Cooke,  and  hatched  into  poisonous  being 
by  the  detestable  Brcidshaw.  I  speak,  my 
Lords,  of  the  law  of  England,  which  can- 
not be  destroyed  without  extinguishing 
that  light  of  liberty,  the  great  charter.  I 
speak  of  the  indestructible  commonlawof 
soil,  in  which  we  all  breathe.  The  sentence 
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on  the  accused  is  a  sentence  passed  upon 
courageous  virtue,  wherever  it  exists.  Tlie 
charge  against  him  amounts  to  this  :  that 
among  so  many  fallen  myriads,  he  alone 
"  Stood  firm  and  fell  not," 
But  do  you  think  to  beat  down  that 
imshaken    virtue  by  the  strong   arm    of 
power?      Never!    presumptuous     men, 
never!    Ye  may  crush  the  palm-tree,  but 
it  will  grow  the    more.      Ye    may  de- 
stroy his  body,  but  his  spirit  ye  cannot 
reach. — Ye   may  extinguish  the  train  he 
has  kindled  in  one  place,  but  ye  will  iind  it 
burst  forth  insuppressibly  in  others,  and 
'  ^  labour  in  the  fire  for  very  vanity."  Neither 
will  it  cease  till  it  has  darted  a  light  upon 
vour  o'ioomv  haunts,  and   consumed  vou 
and  your  abominations  together.     Do  you 
think   this   murky  vapour  ye  have   cour 
jured  up  from  the  pit  of  hell,  to  hide  the 
face  of  the  sun  and  light  of  Heaven,  will 
last  for   ever  ?   No ;   there  is  a  time  de- 
creed for  it,  and  the  crowned  locusts  that 
it  has  engendered.     The  sanguine  cloud 
n6 
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will  pass  away,  and  the  sun  of  English  law 
will   again  go  forth  in  its  unsullied  all 
modulating  beauty.      What  boots    your 
rage  ?    You  stamp  the  seal  of  persecution 
c!i  the  man  you  hate,  and  strike  into  deep- 
er relievo  the  sublimity  of  his  character  ; 
w  hile  the  epithet  of  traitor  adheres  to  you 
f'jr  ever  ;  the  name  of  martyr  will  be  his  to 
the  end  of  time.    He  has  lighted  a  beacon 
on  the  mound  of  Pontefract,  which  will 
burn  through  the  darkness  of  rebellion  to 
all  succeeding  times.     But  for  you,   this 
is  30ur  destiny.     The  laurel  of    triumph 
wliich  you   have  nursed  with  blood  and 
tears  shall  live  to  distill  its  poisonous,  para- 
lizing  juices  upon  \'our  own  souls.     The 
harvest  of  wind  that  ye  have  sown  shall 
produce  the  whirlwind — and  judgment, 
like   hemlock,  spring  up  amidst  the  far- 
rows of  the  field.' 

As  the  beautiful  prophetess  uttered 
this,  with  the  tone  and  look  of  inspira- 
tion, there  was  a  shudder  on  the  bench, 
iPvud  a  murmur  again  run  through  the 
court.     Brooke  and  Pulistone  turned  of  a 
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deadly  pale;  b::t  Thorpe,  of  stronger 
nerves,  again  arose,  and  repeated  his 
former  order. 

''  Take  away  this  woman,  I  say  !  Iler 
seditious  ravings  will  infect  the  people, 
and  produce  some  tumult.  I  will  not  sit 
here  to  hear  justice  insulted  on  the  bench. 
Take  her  away ! 

'^  Stay !  sir,"  Matilda  peremptorily 
exclaimed ;  ''  the  king  was  interdicted 
from  speech  by  Bradshaw,  and  you  have 
denied  his  servant  the  same  appeal.  But 
I  am  not  to  be  terrified  from  asserting 
the  truth.  I  expect  no  mercy  for  tlie 
condemned.  I  know  ye  too  well.  I  came 
here  to  do  what  he  and  his  liege  lord 
could  not — to  hold  up  a  glass  to  your  en- 
ormities, and  shew  how  hideous  vice  is, 
even  when  covered  with  furs  and  scar- 
let. I  will  not  depart  till  I  have  told  you 
the  truth  in  the  face  of  day.  Your  court 
is  illegal — your  authority  unwarranted — 
those  whom  you  condemn  are  murdered 
— you  have  no  right  to  sentence — to 
sentence  did  I   say?    to   touch  the  hair 
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of  an  EHglishman's  head — you  are  agents 
for  a  gang  of  assassins  and  banditti,  who 
expound  the  law  by  the  carbine  and  the 
axe — ye  commit  treason  v/hile  ye  pass  sen- 
tence on  treason — and  ye  insult  and  defy 
God  and  man  bv  sittins;  on  that  bench. 
Nay,  sir,   never  storm — I  vahie  my  \i(e 
as  little  as  I  do  your  threats.  My  Lady  Fair- 
faXjUnite  your  voice  with  mine  1  I  knowyou 
sympathize  with  me — I  know  your  lord, 
if  he  dared  speak  out,  detests  the  terrible 
treason   which  has  been  lately  consum- 
mated, and  approves  the  resistance  of  the 
prisoner.     1  appeal  to  you — I  appeal  to 
your  lord,  is  it  fitting  that  a  military  man 
should  be  adjudged  in  this  manner — that 
a  soldier  should  be  manacled  like  a  felon  ? 
Apply  to  your  husband,  to  prevent  so  cry- 
ing a  violence,  ere  worse  result  from  it. 
It  is  a  violation  of  military  law%  and  may 
produce   bad  consequences   in   this   un- 
finished struggle  :  fur  evil  produces  evil. 
The  governor  demands  only  to  be  shot ;  is 
tiiis  too   much  ?  is  a  soldier's  death  too 
great  a  favour  for  a  soldier  ?     The  death 
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lie  values  as  nothing,  but  the  honour  of  a 
gentleman  every  thing.  Release  him 
from  those  unbecoming  bonds.  Will 
you  suffer  the  husband  of  a  Wentvvorth, 
the  friend  of  a  Strafford,  a  cavalier  allied 
to  the  best  families  in  Yorkshire,  to  en- 
treat so  trifling  a  boon  in  vain?  Assist 
me  in  this  appeal,  my  Lady  Fairfax — I 
know  your  heart  does — you  must,  you  will. 
I  am  descendant  of  those  powerful  barons 
whose  will  in  this  country  was  law.  Shall 
a  demand,  far,  far  short  of  justice,  be 
denied  to  one  of  their  posterity  ?  I  am 
the  wife  of  Rainsborouoh — I  am  the 
daughter  of  Cottrell :  if  I  forgive  the  pri- 
soner, who  shall  forbear  to  pardon  ?  if  [ 
pronounce  him  innocent,  who  shall  de- 
clare him  guilty  ?  You  weep,  my  Lady 
Fairfax  :  you  wonder  at  this  strange  zeal 
for  the  man  by  whom  ray  cup  has  been  so 
embittered.  A  word  will  solve  the  riddle. 
— I  love  him  !  I  dory  in  avowino^  it  in 
his  misfortunes,  as  I  concealed  it  in  his 
prosperity.     We  loved,  before    I   knew 


278  PONTEFRACT    CASTLE. 

Rainsborough — before  I  was  acquainted 
with  sorrow.  The  blood  of  the  Lacies 
and  of  the  Bernician  kings  flows  in  these 
veins :  for  his  sake  I  would  pour  it  out 
like  water.  The  love  I  bear  him  was  my 
first,  and  shall  be  my  last :  it  is^  indeed, 
as  '^  strong:  as  death." 

As  she  pronounced  these  words,  with 
an  emphasis  full  of  dark  meaning,  Thorpe 
went  out  of  court,  and  Pulistone  rose  :  his 
face  was  pale,  and  he  trembled  ;  but  he 
suppressed  the  symptoms  of  emotion. 

'^  I  can  sit  no  longer  to  hear  this  disor- 
derly harangue.  This  is  the  first  assize 
under  the  present  government,  and  so 
bad  an  example  must  not  be  allowed. — 
The  widow  Rainsborough,  if  she  be  what 
she  says,  must  be  removed,  or  I  will  dis- 
solve the  court." 

^'  If  I  be  ?  Stay,  my  Lord  Pulistone," 
cried  Matilda,  "  stay,  and  hear  me  :  you 
have  pronounced  your  decision — hear 
mine.  I  expect  not  to  alter  yours — 
I  await  no  mercy  from  your  lips.     But,  as 
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I  live,  if  there  be  another  judgment  seat, 
and  a  righteous  judge  to  come^vvhich,  from 
my  soul,  I  verily  believe — a  judgment  seat 
before  which  you  and  I,  and  all  of  us 
must  stand,  and  at  which  no  false  testi- 
mony, no  corrupt  motive  can  avail — at 
that  judgment  seat,  if  you  persist  in  this 
extreme  sentence,  I  will  confront  you  face 
to  face,  and  demand  the  blood  of  this  in- 
jured, murdered  man,  at  your  hands. — 
Nay,  my  Lord,  assume  not  the  exterior 
of  despotism,  when  all  within  is  impotent 
and  hollow.  You  threaten,  but  you  dare 
not  act.  The  thunder  growls,  but  lightning 
does  not  follow.  Have  vou  foro^ot  ?«Iatilda 
Cottrell,  amidst  the  pressure  of  your  new 
duties  ?  My  Lord,  you  know  what  I  dare  to 
do,  and  Avhat  I  can  do.  You  know  that,  but 
for  one  restraint ;  that  oath,  which  is  re- 
gistered in  heaven  or  hell,  perhaps  in  both  ; 
1  could  develope  such  a  maze  of  subterra- 
nean plots,  such  a  tissue  of  dark  abomina- 
tions, as  would  overwhelm  you  and  your 
colleagues  with  a  confusion  beyond  hope. 
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Trust  not  too  far  to  my  forbearance — 
count  not  too  much  on  the  discretion  of 
an  agonized  soul — depend  not  too  se- 
curely on  the  ties  of  former  connections — 
tempt  me  not  to  your  destruction,  before 
the  harvest  be  ripe  for  the  sickle,  and  the 
measure  of  your  iniquities  be  full." 

As  she  spoke  this,  with  one  hand  raised 
towards  heaven,  to  attest  the  truth  of  her 
threat,  Pulistone  shrunk  back  from  the 
edgeof  the  tribunal,  to  which  he  had  ad- 
vanced, in  evident  confusion  and  alarm. 
His  mind  seemed  to  have  given  way  be- 
neath hers.  He  no  longer  resisted,  nor 
talked  of  exerting  the  authority  of  Parlia- 
ment, and  gazed,  in  stupid  silence,  on  the 
speaker. 

But  the  extraordinary  effort  she  had 
made  overcame  her.  A  giddiness  passed 
across  her  eyes — she  reeled  backward — 
and,  making  a  fruitless  catch  at  the 
trame-work  of  the  vvitnesses'  box,  fell, 
and  struck  her  temple  against  it.  In  a 
moment  her  beautiful  forehead  was  bath- 
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ed  in  blood,  and  she  swooned  a^vay, 
A  scream  ensued  from  the  ladies  in 
the  court,  and  a  general  confusion  pre- 
vailed. In  this  disorder,  (he  business 
was  suspended  ;  the  judges  and  the  jury 
retired  ;  but  the  interesting  Fanny  Clay- 
pole  remained,  and,  assisted  by  Lady 
Fairfax,  after  some  time,  succeeded  in 
reviving  the  unfortunate  girl.  They  then 
caused  her  to  be  carried  to  the  house  of 
Sir  Thomas,  who,  by  a  strange  coinci- 
dence, had  been  the  particular  friend  of 
her  father,  her  husband,  and  her  lover. 

Happy  had  it  been  for  her  if  she  had 
never  asrain  unclosed  her  eves. — If,  dur- 
ingthat  temporary  lethargy  her  spirit  had 
wino'ed  its  flioht  for  those  reo:ions  where 
*'  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling,  and 
where  the  weary  are  at  rest." 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

If  death 
Consort  with  thee,  death  is  to  me  as  life  : 
So  forcible  within  my  heart,  I  feel 
The  bond  of  nature  draw  me  to  my  own. 
Our  state  cannot  be  severed.  We  are  one, 
One  flesh.    To  lose  thee  is  to  lose  myself. 

Paradise  Lost. 

We  have  deceived  the  senate. — Ha  !— ha ! — ha ! 

Venice  Preserved. 

Early  on  the  morning  of  the  fatal  28cl  of 
August  the  dismal  note  of  preparation  for 
the  ensuing:  execution  aroused  the  inhabit- 
ants  of  York,  and  conveyed  emotions  of 
very  opposite  tendency,  as  they  smote  upon 
the  ears  of  Royalists  or  Revolutionists. — 
The  first  human  sacrifice  vs  as  on  the 
point  of  being  offered  to  the  blood-craving 
Moloch  of  triumphant  rebelHon  ;  and  the 
forethought  of  the  coming  spectacle  al- 
ready occupied  the  minds  of  those  w^ho 
were  to  be  its  spectators^  with  the  con- 
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flicting  sensations  of  joy  and  sorrow,  of 
exultation  and  despair.  York  was  a  city, 
as  the  Puritans  described  it,  like  Jeru- 
salem when  captured.  ''And,  behold  !  joy 
and  sorrow  ;  drinkinsfof  wine  and  slavins: 
of  sheep." 

In  the  meanwhile,  malice,  like  a  vul- 
ture snuffed  the    blood   of  her  devoted 
victims,  and  hovered  round  the  spot  that 
contained  the  prey.     Brooke  w'as  one  of 
the  first  that  rose  on  that  fatal  morning, 
He  had  charged  himself  with  the  com- 
mand of  the  military  who  were  to  preside 
at  the  execution  ;  but  not  satisfied  with 
this,- and  deprived  of  rest  by  tlie  tiufeid 
anxiety   of  hate,    had  made,  before  the 
first  glimmer  of  morning  appeared,  re- 
peated enquiries  as  to  the  safety  and  oc- 
cupation  of  the  prisoner.     The  answer 
was  not  calculated  to  appease  that  crav- 
ing appetite  of  guilty  cruelty,  v.hich,  un- 
appeased  by  the  infliction  of  bodily  tor- 
ture, felt   its  revenge  incomplete  without 
the  addition  of  mental  asrony. 
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'^  As  for  Blackbiirne/'  said  the  gaoler, 
"  he  eats  with  greater  relish,  and  sleeps 
with  greater  composure  as  the  hour  of 
execution  arrives.  The  man's  of  iron, 
— I'm  sure  that  he  enjoys  life  more  than 
either  accusers  or  judges.  He  could 
not  be  more  pleased  if  he  was  going  to  be 
knighted,  and  he  only  regrets  that  he 
has  not  twenty  lives  to  offer  up  for  so 
good  a  cause." 

Brooke  frowned  inveterately. 

'^  But  how  has  the  great  man  passed 
the  night?"  he  enquired. 

'^  He  has  not  slept  a  wink  since  six 
oeleek  yesterday  evening,"  replied  the 
gaoler. 

^'  Ha!  then  his  proud  spirit  begins  to 
bend  at  last : — he  feels  some  qualms — 
some  tremors — some  anxiety  ! — eh  ?" 

''  None  in  the  least ;  I  never  saw  a 
man  so  perfectly  at  ease." 

'^  I  suppose  the  madman,  Purefoy,  has 
been  with  him,  or  one  of  his  gang,  and 
persuaded  him  that  dying  in  this  manner, 
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is  bearing  the  cross,  and  what  not  ;  and 
that  he  and  Blackburne  are  appointed  as 
siiyns  of  the  times?" 

''  On  the  contrary;  I  never  saw  any 
body  so  cahnly  rehgious.  His  exhorta- 
tions to  the  prisoners  in  the  castle  would 
do  your  heart  good,  as  they  have  drawn 
tears  from  the  iron  hearts  of  the  oldest 
offenders." 

'•  Perhaps  he  expects  a  reprieve  ;  but 
he'll  find  himself  greatly  mistaken  if  he 
indulges  in  any  such  hopes.  Revolutions 
are  not  settled  by  half  measures." 

^^  Quite  the  contrary.  He  has  ex- 
pressly told  all  his  relations  that  he  has 
no  hope.  He  did,  indeed,  express  a  wish, 
to  die  as  a  soldier.  And,  I  believe,  has 
made  interest,  through  my  Lady  Clay- 
})ole,  to  that  effect.  But  he  declares,  that 
he  does  not  expect  the  grant  of  that  slight 
boon." 

'^  But  he  sat  up,  you  say,  all  the  night  ? 
— who  was  with  him  ?" 
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'^  The  Spanish  page,  you  befor^  en- 
quired about ;  who,  it  would  seem  has 
express  authority  to  attend  upon  him, 
from  the  judge.  He  has  scarcely  ever 
quitted  him  since  his  trial,  except  for  one 
day  ;  when  he  returned  accompanied  by 
a  clergyman,  who  is  a  resident  of  De- 
vonshire, and  either  a  half-brother  or 
near  relative  ;  for  they  called  him  by  the 
same  name." 

''  Did  you  hear  what  they  said  ?" 
"  Very  incorrectly  ;  they  spoke  low. — 
I  heard  the  clergyman  condoling  with 
him,  which j^lorrice  prevented;  saying, 
that  he  was  proud  to  imitate  his  king  in 
this  ;  that  as  the  king  only  repented  of  one 
thing ;  namely,  of  yielding  to  hatred,  so  far 
as  to  sacrifice  his  friend,  so  he  (Colonel 
Morrice)  repented  but  of  one  act ;  of 
yielding  to' friendship  so  far  as  to  forget  hi^ 
sovereign.  He  added,  that  he  the  more  pa- 
tiently submitted  to  the  penalty,  as  a  pu- 
nishment for  the  short  lapse :  because  the 


PONTEFRACT    CASTLE.  287 

iiuger  of  God  seemed  to  be  in  it, — select- 
ing the  same  spot  for  retribution  whicli 
had  been  the  scene  of  the  offence."  - 

'''  But  liow  did  they  pass  the  night?' 

'•  In  writing  letters  ;  they  appeared  of 
importance." 

'•  Of  importance? — you  should  have 
obtained  possession  of  them." 

"■'  They  were  consigned  to  the  care  of 
the  clergman." 

^'  Why  did'nt  you  take  them  from  the 
nieildling  sheepbite  ?" 

''  'Slight !  it  were  more  than  my  place 
is  worth ;  I  dare  not  interpose.  The 
Spanish  page  brought  an  express  order 
from  the  two  judges  and  the  governor  of 
York  to  that  effect." 

''  That's  very  strange  !  They  ^^  ere 
given  to  the  minister,  you  say  :  ho\^'  was 
it  ?" 

*•  I  observed  that  Morriee  held  one  of 
tlie  page's  hands  tlie  whole  time,  and  that 
he  dictated  while  the  boy  wrote.  The  let- 
ters were  aftervyards  sealed,  and  delivered 
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to  the  clergyman.  One  in  particular  was 
drawn  up  in  the  form  of  a  confession,  and 
signed  by  the  page :  this  I  could  gather 
from  what  they  said.  The  rest  were  signed 
by  Morrice." 

'*  There  were  many  then  ?  Do  you 
know  for  whom  they  were  directed?" 

''  I  could  not  hear  distinctly,  thouo:h  I 
listened  ;  only  I  know  there  wasoneforCo- 
lonel  Ingolsby  ;  another  for  Captain  (now 
Colonel)  Monk,  and  one  for  Major  Wild- 
man.  There  was  also  one  directed  for  the 
King :  this  i  remarked,  because  I  heard 
them  debating  the  form  of  the  superscrip- 
tion." 

''  They  mean  Charles  Stuart,  now  at 
the  Hague.  Yv^hat  ?  that's  treason. — 
Do  not  you  know  that  he  and  his  followers 
iiave  just  been  proscribed  by  Parliament? 
You  should  have  given  information." 

''  We  arc  bound.  Major,  not  to  interfere 
with  any  thing  that  young  gentleman  does. 
There  is  only  one  restraint  upon  him  ;  he 
is  not  allowed   to  introduce  any    thing 
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^  hicii  may  be  converted  to  the  purposes 
of  self-murder.' 

**  All  this  is  very  strange  !  I  should 
like  to  be  a  witness  of  the  scene." 

*'  Oh !  its  too  late.  The  page  went  out  in 
great  haste,  as  the  day  dawned,  apparently 
on  some  urgent  message  ;  and  the  cler- 
gyman is  gone  too.  There  is  no  (me  there 
but  Purefoy." 

*'  Who  do  you  mean  ?  the  late  pastor 
ofPontcfract?" 

''  Yes  :  but,  bless  you  !  he  is  quite  ano- 
ther man,  so  quiet  and  rational.  The 
colonel  has  made  a  convert  of  him  ;  and 
the  creature  runs  about  the  room,  some- 
times wringing  his  hands,  sometimes 
kissing  the  colonel's,  and  at  others  striving 
to  get  rid  of  his  emotions  by  his  affected 
baikino^couo;h  :  itmakes  one's  heart  ache." 

'^  Pugh !  you  are  not  fit  for  a  gaoler.  I 
shall  go  and  look  in  upon  tliem,  and  de- 
sire the  prisoner  to  prepare  for  death.  All 
this  is  child's  play  :  the  clock  has  struck 
seven,  and  at  ten  the  execution  is  to  be." 

VOL.  III.  ,       o 
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SosaYinoT,  with  many  raalig^nant  curses 
against  his  unconquerable  enemy,  and 
widiout  deionino'  a  "  fare  well"  to  the 
agent  he  had  placed  near  his  person, 
Brooke  stalked  away  in  the  direction  of  the 
condemned  cell.  As  he  approached  the 
door,  lie  was  nearly  overset  by  a  large 
body  that  suddenly  issued,  and  darkened 
the  whole  passage.  It  was  Ebenezer 
Turn  bull,  who  was  returning  with  some 
untouched  provisions,  which  he  had  pre- 
pared with  his  choicest  skill,  and  was 
sobbing  convulsively  like  an  overgrown 
schoolboy. 

•'  Make  way,  sir !"  said  Brooke  austere- 
ly, ^^  and  return  home  about  your  busi- 
ness.    Get  out  of  my  way." 

'^  O  !  we'  pleasure  like  ;  it's  a  bad  wa' 
iiiun,  and  a  dark  way  I  promise  thee. — 
Lord  ha'  mercy  on  thy  poor  soul  I  sa' ! 
Aye,  go  in  'tid  cell,  mun,  and  fall  upon 
thy  sinfu'  marrowbones  and  axe  pardon, 
do.  thou  tludasllashcarrot." 

■5?r  ^'  Tv  ■^  Tp"  ■Tp' 

To  remark  the   respectful  and  sorrow- 
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ful  countenances  of  the  crowd  assembled 
^vithout  the  prison  gates,  and  the  placid 
assured  aspect  of  Morrice,  >vhen  brought 
oat  to  be  placed  on  the  flital  sledge,  no 
uninformed  ^spectator  couid  have  imagin- 
ed that  one  party  was  to  see,  and  the  other 
to  exhibit,  one  of  die  most  fearful  spec- 
tacles conjured  up  by  the  genius  of  the 
criminal  code — the  butchering  sentence 
executed  in  cases  of  high  treason.  The 
fixt  gloomy  look,  and  curl  upon  the  lip 
of  Black  burne,  cliaracterised  unbend- 
ing courage,  ''  inextinguishable  hate," 
and  bitter  contempt  for  the  momentary 
power  of  that  illegal  despotism  by  which 
he  suffered.  The  expression  on  the  face  of 
the  Ex-governor  Morrice  v/as  of  a  very 
different  description  :  there  was  a  bril- 
liancy in  tlie  eye  and  the  whole  counte- 
nance approaching  to  exhilaration,  though 
perfectly  selfpoised  and  unperturbed,  ft 
was  more  like  that  oi' a  bridegroom  going 
to  the  altar,  than  aciiminal  proceeding  to 
the  stake.  Indeed,  this  very  unusual  iii- 
o  2 
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dication  of  happiness  was  far  greater  than 
aiiy  known    circumstances    of  the    case 
would  seem  to  warrant,  and  perfectly  un- 
accountable, unless  a  large  discretion  be 
given  to  conjecture.     His  eye, the  natural 
expression   of  which  was   rather  tender 
melancholy  than   quickness,  was  highly 
brilliant,  and  lighted  up  with  the  energy 
of  triumph.     It  is  true,  some  part  of  this 
might  be  set  to  the  account  of  the  time  and 
cause  for  which  he  suffered.     His  death 
was  the  first  fruits  of  the  revolution  :  it 
was  known  to  be  a  sacrifice  to  the  manes 
of  the  ultra-leveller  Rainsborough,  whom 
the  party  avowedly  meant  to  have  made 
the  head  of  the  new  system,  in  preference 
to  the  more  temporising  Cromwell.     He 
was  besides  the  protege  of  Strafford,  the 
heir  to  all  the  hate  with  which  the  repub- 
licans hunted  down  that  nobleman,  and 
now  a  victim  to  the  fiery  whirlwind  which 
the  funeral  pyre  of  his  patron  had  kindled. 
Condemned  by  the  same  illegal  tribunal 
which  had   so  latelv  taken   the  life  of  its 


PONTEFRACT    CASTLE. 


293 


king,  he  might  consider  himself  with  some 
truth  as  the  proto-martyr  of  royalty.  Per- 
haps, as  Morrice's  usual  feelings  were  of 
a  gentle  and  composed  character,  none  of 
thesecircumstancesmightentlrely  account 
for  the  fact  adverted  to  ;  and  the  cause  must 
be  sought  in  a  sublimer  source.  No  one  can 
pronounce  upon   the  internal  stays  with 
which  the  father  of  all  his  children  sup- 
ports them  in  the  day  of  trial.     It  is  only 
for  the  author  to  state  the  fact,  that  as  far 
as  regarded  the  chief  prisoner,  the  pro- 
cession much  more  resembled  an  ovation 
than  an  execution.    The  tears  that  bathed 
the  eyes  of  the  adjacent  crowd  were  gra- 
dually dried  up  by  the  sunshine  of  his  ce- 
lestially happy  countenance  ;  and,  quit- 
ting sobs  and  groans,  the  byestanders  with 
involuntary  enthusiasm  joined  in   a  reli- 
gious hymn.     The  contrast  was  still  more 
remarkable,  as  at  that  time  his  judges  and 
those  charged  with  his   execution,  were 
trembling  with  irrepressible  symptoms  of 
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anxiety  from  dread  of  a  popular  iDsurrec- 
tioD. 

As  the  procession  moved  on  towards 
the  place  of  execution,  a  pause  took  place 
in  its  progress,  \vhich  appeared  to  arise 
iVom  some  impediment  in  front,  and  the 
>«ledges  stood  still.  Some  cried  out  to  go 
ou,  and  others  in  front  said  they  could 
notr  One  person  called  out,  that  the 
Yorkshire  Sybil's  prophecy  was  now  ac- 
compli slied  at  St.  James's- stone  in  all  its 
parts  :  ''  for  there  is  now  neither  king  nor 
(jueen,"  said  the  speaker  :  "  there  are  three 
commissioners  at  York,  and  there  is  a 
person  at  St.  James's-stone,  sitting  aiid 
robbing  his  fill."  This  fanciful  explana- 
tion produced  a  great  eilect  upon  the 
crowd,  but  on  none  so  much  as  Morrice  : 
for  he  remembered  the  words  correspond- 
ed witii  one  of  the  warnings  of  Martha 
Allen.  A  shade  passed  over  his  face, 
which  the  crowd  perceived.  With  Eng- 
lish hearts  they  felt  a  responding  pang, 
and  could  not  reconcile  it  to  themselves 


PONTEFllACT    CASTLE.  295 

how  it  was  possible  for  so  gallant  a  mati 
to  be  subjected  to  so  base  a  death. 

''  Pray  for  me,"  said  Piirefoy,  who 
walked  behind  :  ''  I  have  had  many  wick- 
ed fancies,  which  I  see  now  in  the  niit- 
ror  of  your  Christian  death.  Pray  for  me, 
for  prayers,  like  yours,  ascend  and  mix 
with  the  cries  of  the  martyrs  from  beiieath 
the  altar  of  God.  But  what  shall  I  do 
when  my  prop  is  departed  ?  Shall  I  not 
sink  again  beneath  the  wrestlings  of  the 
evil  one  ?"— (lihuh,  hhuh.) 

Morrice  turned  tovvards  the  spcakei", 
and  laying  his  hand  upon  his  arm  gently, 
^aid  : 

"  Trust  in  the  source  of  strength — re- 
member your  promise,  Purefoy." 

There  was  somethino;  so  affecting'  in 
his  manner,  that  the  poor  convert  lost  all 
resolution,  and  burst  into  tears. 

"  Where  are  we  ?"  said  he,  with  a 
convulsive  sob,  and  wringing  his  hands. 
"  If  this  sentence  were  legal,  colonel — " 

Morrice  turned  towards  him   with   a 
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smile,  and  fell  by  accident  into  the  beait^ 
tiful  reply  of  Socrates. 

*^  Woiild'st  thou  have  me  die  legally^ 
Purefoy  ?  My  body  belongs  to  my  ene*- 
mies,  but  not  my  soul." 

The  impediment  in  front  seemed  now 
gradually  to  give  way  :  and  proceeding  on- 
ward in  the  same  order,  the  crowd  arrived 
in  front  of  St.  James's  Church,  and  there, 
beyond  a  doubt,  on  the  antique  stone  near 
the  gate,  was  seated  a  person  "  weeping 
his  fill."  He  was  completely  muffled  up 
in  a  large  black  cloak  ;  the  llap  of  his  bea- 
ver hat  was  drawn  over  his  eyes ;  and' his 
figure  appeared  rocked  with  convulsive 
sobs.  He  sate  without  lifting  up  his  eyes, 
and  appeared  perfectly  unconscious  of  the 
crowd's  presence  ;  till  the  sledge  came  di- 
rectly opposite  the  church.  He  then  ad- 
vanced towards  MoFrice,  and  making  a 
sign,  the  mob  respectfully  drew^  back. 
As  he  approached,  it  was  observed  that 
as  he  opened  his  mantle  the  colonel  start- 
ed ;  but  recovering,  embraced  him  ten- 
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derly.  To  the  eyes  of  all  but  Morrice 
and  the  clergyman  beside  him,  the  per- 
son appeared  as  a  Spanish  strippling,  who 
had  been  sent  with  his  last  appeal  for  a 
commutation  of  death :  but  to  Morrice's 
eyes  it  was  his  only  "  earthly  treasure 
and  chief  good  ;"  it  w^as  Matilda  that  ad- 
dressed him. 

''  My  journey  and  my  appeal  are  vain," 
she  said  :  ^'  all  is  over.  The  ruffians  are  de- 
termined to  drink  blood,  and  persist  in 
their  cruel  sentence.  The  law  must  take 
its  course,  they  say.  For  half  a  day  his 
favourite  daughter  was  upon  her  knees 
before  him  ;  and  this  was  the  only  an- 
swer :  '  The  law,  the  law.'  May  the 
same  law  terrify  his  nightly  pillow — May 
his  death-bed — " 

Morrice  here  interrupted  her. 

Few  of  the  people  round  heard  ^vhat 
the  apparent  messenger  said,  only  guess- 
ing that  this  last  appeal  had  failed.  But 
they  partly  heard  his  reply,  and  saw  the 
accompanying  gesture. 
o5 
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*^  Oh,  fye!  revenge  at  this  time,  love, 
when  all  should  be  good  will  ?  Nay,  weep 
not — Is  not  God  above  us,  and  are  not 
all  our  momentary  deeds  and  sufferings 
before  him?  What  is  this  ant-hill,  and 
what  the  emmets  that  crawl  upon  it  in  his 

sight  r 

Then  glancing  at  her  dress,  and  observ- 
ing the  people,  he  laid  his  finger  on  his 
\\\i,  and  said  aloud  : 

''  I  thank  you,  sir,  for  the  trouble  you 
have  taken.  I  expect  a  better  reprieve 
than  sinners  can  bestow." 

Then  turning  to  the  clergyman,  who 
walked  on  his  left  hand,  he  put  her  hand 
in  his,  and  bowing  over  it,  said  : 

'*'  My  dearest  friend,  by  the  ties  of  our 
relationship,  by  the  sympathy  of  our 
names,  and  by  the  bond  we  last  night 
contracted,  receive  this  treasure  to  your 
charge,  watch  over  and  direct  it.  It  is 
my  last  wish,  I  leave  no  regret  behind  me 
but  this  one." 

While  he  yet  spoke,  the  fatal  scaffold 
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«.ppointed  to  close  this  last  scene  of  the 
tragedy  appeared  at  hand.  There  was  a 
murmur  in  the  crowd ;  Morrice  started  as 
the  page  grasped  his  arm,  and  whispered 
in  an  under  freezing  tone  of  voice — 

^^  Do  you  see  that  ?  Do  you  remember 
w  hat  she  told  us  ?" 

It  was  the  well-known  distorted  figure 
of  Martha  Allen,  suspended  from  a  gal- 
lows-tree of  extraordinary  height,  and 
blackening  in  the  midstaf  the  chains  that 
envelloped  it. 

^'  It  is  done  then,"  said  Morrice  to 
himself,  ^'  and  all  is  accomplished.  Con- 
troul  yourself,  my  child.  Could  we  avoid 
this  destiny  ?" 

Then  turning  to  the  byestanders,  he 
enquired  what  had  been  laid  to  her 
charo'c  ? 


^'  A  charge  that  no  one  believes,"  said 
a  voice  from  the  crowd  :  '^  of  sacrificins^a 
black  cock,  and  crucifying  the  handless 
woman,  who  has  disappeared.     She  was 
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too  deep  in  their  secrets  ;  and  besides,  the 
Avoman  was  at  last  a  confirmed  maniac." 

''  Precisely  their  own  deeds,"  said 
Morrice,  whispering  the  clergyman,  ^'  in 
that  midnight  den  of  horrors." 

He  was  going  on,  but  observing  the 
strong  emotions  of  the  page,  he  turned 
from  the  direful  object  and  subject  at 
once,  and  requested  to  be  joined  in 
prayer. 

They  were  now  at  the  foot  of  the  scaf- 
fold. The  condemned  immediately  as* 
cended  the  steps  :  Blackburne,  with  a  half- 
running  contemptuous  alacrity;  Morrice, 
with  more  composed  and  decorous  dig- 
nity. Both  were  immediately  followed  by 
the  clergyman,  supporting  the  sobbing 
and  tottering  page.  Directly  opposite  to 
them  stood  Brooke,  exulting  in  the  se- 
curity of  his  prey  ;  and  a  strong  guard  of 
soldiers  immediately  drew  up  on  each 
side  of  the  frame-work,  leaving  room  for 
the  populace  in  front. 
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It  was  custoraary  at  that  time,  and  con- 
sidered as  a  formula  which  could  not  be 
superseded  with  decency ;  a  formula, 
alike  incumbent  on  the  prince  and  the 
peasant,  to  deliver  a  set  harangue  to  the 
bye-standers.  Although  perhaps  ''  a  cus- 
tom more  honoured  in  the  breach  than  the 
observance,"  the  breach  at  that  time 
would  have  implied  an  unchristian  resent- 
ment in  parting  with  the  world.  This 
wais  utterly  inconsonant  with  the  colonel's 
feelings.  He  still  deemed  that  men 
were  brothers,  though  cruel  to  each  other ; 
and  complying  with  the  custom,  he  ad- 
vanced wi^h  a  mild  countenance  to  the 
edge  of  the  scaffold,  and  while  one  hand 
was  locked  in  that  of  the  page,  who  wept 
upon  his  shoulder,  pronounced  the  follow- 
ing address  : 

"  Gentlemen,  I  was  brought  up  in  the 
l^rotestant  faith,  having  my  education  in 
the  house  of  ray  late  dear  lord,  the  Earl 
of  Strafford  ;  which  house,  however 
slandered,     I    dare    without    hesitation 
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avow,  was  as  well  regulated  and  govern- 
ed, as  any  that  ever  preceded  it.  I  am 
free  to  add,  as  well  as  any  that  will  suc- 
ceed it,  unless  it  please  the  Supreme  Dis- 
poser of  events  to  change  the  character  of 
these  appalling  times. 

"  Gentlemen,  if  a  feeling  of  pride  might 
blend  itself  with  the  humility  becoming 
a  Christian,  I  should  triumph  in  thus 
being  selected  to  attest  so  good  a  cause, 
with  my  blood :  and  if  I  had  a  thousand 
lives  I  would  willingly  lay  them  down  for 
the  cause  of  the  Lord's  anointed.  In  suf- 
fering for  his  sake,  I  may  be  said  to 
suifer  for  the  cause  of  God ;  for  the 
scripture  commands  us,  in  the  same  pas-: 
sage,  "  to  fear  God,  and  honor  the  king  ;" 
to  be  subject  to  every  ordinance  of  man 
for  the  Lord's  sake,  whether  to  the  king 
as  supreme,  or  those  who  are  placed  in 
authoritv  under  him."  It  is  for  obevinix 
this  divine  precept  as  well  as  the  voice  of 
duty  and  conscience  that  I  stand  here. 

'*  I  am  aware  that  in  order  to  annul  the 
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force  of  my  example,  my  enemies  have 
blackened  my  character  with  the  charge 
of  disloyalty.  I  have  most  basely  been 
accused  of  betraying  Liverpool :  but  I 
call  upon  God  to  witness  that  the  asper- 
sion is  false  ;  for  I  was  at  the  time  of  that 
event  confined  to  ray  bed  by  sickness. 
Neither  was  I  aware  of  it,  till  the  officers 
and  soldiers  effected  the  surrender,  not 
only  without  my  authority,  but  against  my 
positive  command.  This  I  call  upon  Sir 
John  Meldrum  to  attest,  before  whom, 
immediately  after  that  ev^ent,  I  was  carried 
as  a  prisoner.  For  some  time  after,  as  is 
notorious  to  my  friends,  I  retired  to  my 
secluded  villa,  with  a  determination  of 
abandoning  politics.  But  no  stone  was 
left  unturned  to  drag  me  from  my  soli- 
tude. At  last  the  voice  of  friendship 
prevailed,  and  I  joined  the  army  of  my 
earliest  friend  Sir  Thomas  Fairfax.  Does 
my  conscience  accuse  me  of  this  ?  By 
no  means :  for  that  friend  always  avow- 
ed that  he  was  in  arms  for  the  king ;  and 
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1  marched  with  his  troops  fully  deter- 
mined to  forward  the  cause  of  my  sove- 
jei gn  and  master.  But  is  there  no  breach 
of  allegiance  chargeable  against  me? 
Far  be  it  from  me  to  stifle  the  admonition 
of  my  conscience  !  I  once  swerved  from 
my  duty — I  confess  it — and  I  hope  the 
blood  I  am  on  the  point  of  shedding  will 
be  a  sufficient  atonement.  Yet,  in  con- 
fessing, let  me  add  that  I  but  participate 
the  oifence  with  others — with  Cholmely— 
with  Rhodes — with  the  first  men  of  this 
county.  Who,  indeed,  amid  the  fluctu- 
ating surges  of  civil  war,  can  answer  for 
his  steadiness  of  foot?  He  must  be  more 
than  man,  who  boastsof  being  unchanged 
amid  the  fiercest  vortex  of  change.  After 
the  battle  of  Marston  Moor,  the  gentlemen 
Ihave  named  passed  over  in  common  with 
me  to  the  triumphant  party.  The  emigra- 
tion which  ensued,  filled  them  as  it  did  me 
with  despair.  But  why  is  the  acrimony  of 
accusation  solely  levelled  against  me  ? — 
If  I  fell,  gentlemen,  I  fell  in  common  with 
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the  first  noblemen  and  greatest  men  of 
this  great  nation.  The  real  charge,  there- 
fore, against  me  amounts  to  this  :  that  I 
did  not  afterwards  persevere  in  crime  ; 
that  I  stopt  short  when  the  New  Light 
burst  upon  me,  in  all  the  dazzling,  but 
impure  glare  of  its  enormity.  1  was  de- 
ceived, as  others  were  deceived,  when  the 
cloak  of  the  king's  name  was  thrown  over 
the  arms  which  were  burnished  to  destroy 
him.  Was  I  to  persist,  w^hen  the  hateful 
order  was  given  to  direct  the  king's  sword 
asrainst  the  king-'s  bosom  ?  Was  I  to  rush 
on  madly  to  the  parricide,  when  the 
flimsy  disguise  was  thrown  aside,  and 
rebellion  stood  before  me  in  all  the  naked 
audacity  of  unblushing  crime  ?  No,  gen- 
tlemen !  I  staggered — I  started  back — I 
recanted. — And  blessed  be  God,  that  he 
gave  me  strength  to  measure  back  my 
way !  May  he  lead  all  my  companions  in 
arms  to  a  similar  recantation  !  Till  that 
time  comes,  there  is  no  rest  for  this  un- 
happy, distracted  country. 
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**  Gentlemen,  you  have  exprest  a  deep 
regret  in  thus  seeing  rae  cut  off  in  the 
prime  of  my  days.  Although  I  cannot 
sympathize  with  that  regret,  it  does  honor 
to  your  noble  English  hearts.  But  my 
soul  is  wounded  and  wearied  with  these 
times  ;  and  death  really  proffers  a  de- 
sirable relief.  What  is  it,  my  friends^ 
but  the  gate  to  a  better  existence? — the 
gate  that  opens  on  the  glorious  city  of  the 
living  God  ?  When  that  is  past,  there  will 
be  *no  more  sorrow,  nor  cry,  nor  pain  ;'  and 
in  would  it  become  a  Christian  soldier 
to  linger  at  the  gate — ill  would  it  become 
a  liberated  spirit  to  regret  the  "  g-arment" 
which  it  deposits  there,  *'  spotted  by  the 
the  flesh."  No,  gentlemen,  I  welcome 
death  as  a  good.  It  is  the  end  of  sinning, 
and  as  a  divine  poet  has  expressed  it, — 

The  longer  life  I  wote,  the  greater  sin. 
The  greater  sin,  the  greater  punishment. 

*^  Gentlemen  \  the  nature  of  the  death 
decreed  me,  appears  to  you  cruel  and  dis- 
proportioned ;  but  forbear  to  think  that 
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rach  transitory  pains  have  any  terrors  for 
Tirtue !  Rather  think  on  the  agonies 
which  the  great  Son  of  the  Eternal  Father 
endured,  when,  in  the  immeasurable  pro- 
vision of  his  bounty,  he  expiated  the 
crimes  of  sinners,  by  an  accursed  and 
^ameful  death.  And  shall  I,  a  worm, 
complain  ?  What,  shall  I  receive  good  at 
the  hands  of  God,  and  not  receive  evil  ? — 
It  is  an  affliction  from  Him,  in  whose 
dis^ht  this  o^lobe  of  earth  is  but  as  a  srrain 
of  dust;  and  I  accept  it  unrepiningly  at 
his  hands.  In  the  feebleness  of  flesh,  I 
might  indeed  desire  the  cup  to  pass  from 
me.  Nevertheless,  not  my  will,  but  the 
will  of  our  Eternal  Father  be  for  ever 
done." 

As  soon  as  he  had  finished,  he  knelt 
down,  and  bowing  his  head  almost  pros- 
trate with  the  floorinsc,  sunk  into  fervent 
prayer.  Once  only  afterwards,  he  discover- 
ed any  emotion.  As  the  clergyman  waa 
reading  the  lesson  he  had  selected,  a  Un- 
der recollection  darted  through  his  mind; 
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and,  starting  up,  he  turned  with  8.  solemn 
air  to  the  clergyman,  repeating,  '^  Re- 
member my  family !" 

Matilda  immediately  started  as  from  a 
trance — ''  Oh  the  dear  children!"  she 
shrieked,  wringing  her  hands  ;  ^^  what 
will  become  of  them — the  darlings — the 
poor  children  !" 

The  colonel  turned :  caught  both  her 
hands  in  his ;  and  while  he  scrutinized 
her  face,  slowly  pronounced,  ^'  Are  you 
not  their  mother,  love  ?  You  must  live  for 
many  years  to  rear  them  in  the  principles 
which  I  am  about  to  seal  with  my  blood." 

Matilda  replied  nothing,  but  still  wept 
bitterly,  while  the  clergyman  addressed 
the  colonel :  ''I  am  pledged  to  be  their 
father.     1  have  said  so  :  be  satisfied.' 

lie  then  continued  readini^  the  service, 
thus  interrupted.  I'he  words  which  fol- 
lowed appeared  like  an  omen,  and  de- 
nunciation. 

'^  1  will  contend  with  him  that  con- 
tendeth  with  thee ;  and  I  will  save  thy 
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children  !  And  I  will  feed  themtiiat  op- 
press thee  with  their  wvn  flesh,  asid 
make  them  drunken  with  their  ovm 
blood.' 

Blackbunie  at  first  decla-red  Ins  ki- 
tention  of  remaining  silent ;  adding,  that 
the  cause  was  too  good  to  require  his 
defence ;  and  as  for  forgiveness,  it  was 
unnecessary,  as  he  liad  never  conde- 
scended to  hate  tliose  wi|om  he  thoroughly 
despised.  But  finding  it  expected  by  the 
bye-standers,  and  unwilling  to  prejudice 
himself  in  the  people's  opinion,  after  they 
had  demonstrated  so  much  kindness  ;  he 
advanced  to  the  front  of  tlie  .scaffold,  and 
with  a  careless  bold  air,  more  like  an  of- 
ficer exhorting  his  company  in  Ixittle, 
than  a  criminal  condemned  to  death,  pro-? 
nounced  the  ensuing   laconic  and  loyal 

speech. 

''  It  is  expected  I  sh^ld  speak,  gejii tie- 
men  ;  and  indeed  it  is  my  dosire  to  say 
something,  and  but  a  little. 

^^  I  am  not  a  gentleman  by  birth,  but 
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f  iar.s  and  peaceful  citizens,  to  the  existiog 
laws.  The  fabric  of  my  enemies  is  built 
an  sand^  and  will  vanish  like  a  dream. 
Leave  it  to  it&eUV 

As  he  spokC;  the  stormy  passions  sub- 
sided. In  a  fe'vY  minutes  all  was  hushed 
in  mute  suspence  :  and  the  Colonel  again 
resumed  his  prayers. 

Blackbarne  ucw^  submitted,  w  ith  stem 
resolut'on,  to  the  last  awful  office  of  the 
executiorier,  and  bidding  an  affectionate 
adieu  to  itlorrice,  perished  with  tiie  name 
of  his  sovere:igu  on  his  lips.  The  dismal 
horrible  operation  of  mangling  the  yet 
warm  body,  as  decreed  in  cases  of  trea- 
son, then  commenced.  While  this  was 
»ioing  on,  Morrice  remained  perfecUy 
composed  and  abstracted  in  prayer. 

ilis  eyes  were  directed  upwards  with 
a  celestial  coniidence,  and  they  weie 
lighted  up  with  the  same  extrauidinai-y 
radiance  wiiich  before  attracted  norice. 
Above  his  liead  the  sun  shone  smilingly 
ciear  in  the  beautiful  arch  of  heaven  ;  as 
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if  unconscious  of  the  bloody  tragedy  per- 
formed beneath  his  iin sullied  eye.     The 
skyey  scope  of  bright  transparent  blue,  di- 
rectly over  head,  was  laced  towards  the 
horizon   with  streaks  of  golden   clouds  ; 
adorned,     in    one    place,    with    roseate 
masses,  like  isles  and  mountains  of  the 
blest ;  in  another,  broken  with  detached 
and    silvery  portions   of  vapour,   sailing 
rapidly  like  fairy  vessels  through  the  un- 
j:^rtiir bed  expanse.     Fancy  might   have 
discerned  the  forms  of  light-robed   spi- 
rits,   seated    there :     or     striking    their 
golden  harps,    and  gratulating  the  escape 
of  virtue   from  this  dark   antl  putrifying 
cell  of  half  dead,   half  living  corruption. 
But  more  substantial  visions  transported 
the  dying  thoughts  of  iMorrice.     He  no 
longer  prayed — his  lips  moved  not — there 
^vas  a  smile  upon  his  cheek,  and  his  eyes 
were  fixed  in  extacy,  as   if  absorbed  in 
divine  comnnmication.  But  there  was  one 
on  the  same  scaflold,  who  neither  prayed, 
nor  wept,  nor  looked  on  heaven.     It  was 
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the  woman  page.     Shuddering  with  hor- 
ror, she  turned    away  from  the  bloody 
hands  of  the  executioner ;   and  hid  her 
lace  with  both  her  hands.   What  an  eter- 
nity of  woe  was  in  that  moment  of  con- 
ceahnent ! — The  person  from  whose  pa- 
pers this  narrative  is  derived,   was  one 
of  the  number  that  pressed  the  fatal  stage ; 
his  eyes   were  on  the  restless  figure  of 
the  page :  and  he  states,   that  when  she 
withdrew  her  hands,   so  dreadful  an  ex- 
pression of  countenance  never  smote  his 
g'aze  :    if  thousands  of  years  were  to  roH 
over  him,  the  recollection   would  never 
be  erased.     It  was  an  expression  of  un- 
mixed,   immitigable    despair.     Neither, 
he  declares,  did  he  ever  meet  with  any 
thing  distantly  resembling  its   appalling 
character,  but  once  ;   and  that  was  on 
encountering,  in  a  solitary  Grecian  temple, 
an  alabaster  head  of  the  young  Medusa, 
with  eyes  of  beryl.     It  was  the    acme  of 
I  lie  beautiful  and  the  terrible,  and  might 
have  suited  well  the  fallen  spirits  of  the 
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Eastern  Nephiliin,when  seduced  by  Love, 
they  lighted  on  the  top  of  Carniel,  and  bar- 
tered Paradise  for  passion.  Such  were  the 
thoughts  which  passed  through  the  mind 
of  the  narrator ;  but  a  moment  dispersed 
them.  The  explosion  of  a  pistol  close  beside 
him,  pealed  in  his  ear,  and  shook  the 
frame- work  of  the  scaffold.  He  turned 
at  the  report,  and  saw  the  brave  Mor- 
rice  fall  backward,  perfectly  dead,  with- 
out a  struggle  or  a  groan.  At  the  same 
instant  he  heard  an  hysterical  laugh,  and  a 
voice  indescribablv  exultinof.xrvino^  out : 
— '^  Thank  God!— thank  God,  he  has 
escaped  the  blood-hounds  !" 

As  the  words  were  uttering,  his  eye 
caught  the  glittering  of  a  light  stilet- 
to, and  while  several  persons  rushed  to- 
wards the  dead  man,  he  saw  it  twice 
raised,  and  twice  plunged,  with  the  de- 
cision of  lightning,  into  the  bosom  of  the 
person  that  grasped  it.  A  moment  re- 
vealed the  suicide.  It  was  the  boy- wife, 
the     woman -page,     Matilda     Rainsbo- 

VOL  III.  p 
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rough.  The  unhappy  girl  stood  for  about 
a  second ;  and  then  staggering,  fell  to- 
wards the  ridge  of  the  scaffold,  nearly 
slipping  over  it.  Her  head  hung  power- 
lessly  beyond  the  slight  rail-work,  and  her 
glossy  raven-black  hair,  loosened  by  the 
violence  of  the  fall,  streamed  over  the 
rough  scaffolding,  the  bottom  of  which  it 
nearly  reached ;  while  the  blood,  with 
which  it  was  immediately  soaked,  pat- 
tered slowly,  drop  after  drop,  upon  the 
ground.  With  unutterable  sorrow,  her 
startled  friend,  the  clergyman,  raised  her 
like  a  crushed  and  bleeding  flower  in  his 
arms,  and  supported  her  drooping  head 
upon  one  knee.  Horror  and  astonishment 
silenced  all  who  witnessed  the  premedi- 
tated deed.   The  clergyman  alone  spoke. 

'^  Is  this  your  promise,  Matilda,  this 
your  resignation  and  repentance  ?  Was 
it  for  this  I  listened  weakly  to  the  cry 
of  kin  and  friendship,  and  sanctified  an 
unblest  union  within  the  very  chambers 
of  the    tomb?       Alas!    unhappy    girl! 
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twice  married  without  a  nuptial  bed — 
wedded  to  a  corpse,  and  bedded  on 
this  couch  of  horrors,  purpled  with  blood, 
and  curtained  by  the  shadow^  of  death ! 
Ho^v  hast  thou  destroyed  thyself,  and 
stretched  an  eternal  gulf  between  thy 
soul  and  that  spirit,  now  in  heaven, 
w^hom  thy  wild  and  guilty  impatience 
has  set  free !  Couldst  thou  not  wait  the 
time  of  God?" 

The  dvino;  Matilda  made  an  effort  to 
reply  ;  but  her  tongue  struggled  vainly  to 
speak,  and  produced  nothing  but  inarti- 
culate sounds.  It  was  a  spectacle  of  hor- 
ror and  sublimity  at  once.  Leaning  over 
the  body  of  Morrice,  dead  for  the  cause  of 
royalty,  stood  the   living   Morrice,*  who 

*  Clarendon  makes  Monk  secondary  to  him  in  the 
work  of  restoration ;  but  he  simply  calls  him  Mr. 
William  Morrice.  My  MSS.  describe  him  as  a  mi- 
nister of  the  Presbyterian  persuasion,  which  he  after- 
wards forsook,  in  common  with  his  friend  Monk,  for 
the  church  of  England.  He  was  subsequently  knight- 
ed, sat  for  Devonshire,  and  became  a  secretary  of 
state.—P.  P. 
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was  destined  to  be  the  earliest  instrument 
of  its  revival.  On  that  scaifold  were  as- 
sembled, as  on  a  mystic  stage,  the  living 
and  dead  types  of  its  extinction  and  reani- 
mation — the  expiring  ember,  and  the  re- 
generated flame. 

Matilda  again  grasped  the  arm  of  her 
reverend  friend  with  painful  earnest- 
ness, and  tremulously  prest  her  fingers, 
through  whicl>  the  life-blood  oozed  and 
trickled,  upon  her  breast. 

'*  Was  this  well  done,  Matilda,"  con- 
tinued he,  ''  to  make  me  an  involuntary 
actor  in  this  dreadful  tragedy,  and  stain 
my  character  with  implication  in  murder 
and  suicide?  But,  alas!"  he  added  weep- 
ing, why  do  I  afflict  you  with  reproof  in 
this  sad  state?  Let  God  judge  you  !  it 
is  not  for  man — nor  me." 

*'  So,  then,  the  wife  of  the  ultra  leveller, 
Rainsborough,  was  in  league  M^ith  the 
ultra-royalist,  Morrice,"  interrupted  the 
fiend  Brooke,  at  last  breaking  silence,  and 
gnashing  his  teeth   at  the  escape  of  his 
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prey  ;  ^^  and  the  bond  of  the  immaculate 
union  is,  after  all,  crime  ;  and  the  pious 
Morrice  is  a  participator  in  suicide  and 
murder/' 

As  Brooke  uttered  this  taunt  with  the 
tone  and  sarcasm  of  a  fiend,  Matilda 
gasped  with  a  violent  effort,  and  starting 
wildly  from  the  elder  Morrice's  knee  upon 
her  feet,  shrieked: — ''  Oh!  villain,  vil- 
lain !  will  not  death  satisfy  thee,  but  thou 
wouldst  hunt  the  dead  ?  Darest  thou  to 
slander  a  saint  in  heaven  ?  He  participate 
in  murder  ?  He  connive  at  suicide  ?  The 
impure  thought  did  not  reach  his  blessed 
soul : — the  thou2:ht  and  the  crime  are  mine 
— mine  only.  He  demanded  a  soldier's 
death — and  I  ji'ave  it.  It  was  a  sad  trial  for 
the  hand  of  love  ;  but,  blessed  be  God  !  he 
suffered  nothing.  I  tell  thee,  thou  base 
pandar  of  base  men,  that  he  is  where  thou 
and  thine  will  never  come,  and  \viil  be  a 
ministering  spirit  when  thou  lyest  howl- 


ing." 


And  what  wilt  thou  be  tl:e?i  ?"  asked 
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Brooke,  with  a  grin  already  demon ial. 
^*  Nay,  what  art  thou?  Let  me  count 
thy  titles  to  a  place  in  heaven — traitress 
— murderess — suicide.  What  wilt  thou 
be,  I  ask  again." 

^'  Iknow  not,"  she  answered  faintly, 
and  fell  back  into  the  arms  of  the  weep- 
ing clergyman.  '^  I  know  not.  I  have 
been  very  guilty.  I  saw  not  the  immea- 
surable depth.  Yes  !  I  am  a  murderess 
and  a  suicide — perhaps  a  traitress.  But 
say  not — tell  me  not  (she  shrieked)  I  am 
hopeless — or,  God  forgive  the  thought  !  I 
might  have  wished  him  with  me,  even  to 
his  soul's  loss.  My  eyes  swim,  and  my 
brain  is  on  fire — I  know  not  what  I  utter. 
I  must  climb  up  to  him. — We  are  one,  I 
say  ;  who  shall  part  us  ?  Morrice !  Mor« 
rice  !  do  you  hear  me  ?  There  is  no  pity 
here.  Do  you  pronounce  me  guilty  ?  Oh ! 
never  ! — never  !  If  the  innumerable  choirs 
of  angels  passed  that  judgment — and 
closed  the  gate  of  hope  upon  me — not 
thou — not   thou.      Say  there  is  mercy, 
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dearest  sir ;  even  if  it  be  false, — say  so. 
It  cannot  be  a  crime  to  comfort  one  so 
lost.  Must  I  lose  him  by  saving  him  ? 
Could  I  stand  and  see  him  degraded  and 
mangled  before  my  eyes  ?  Oh  !  God  sup- 
port mCj'^what  a  thought  it  was  ! — What 
a  palsy  of  horror ! — Hell  cannot  be  worse. 
Pardon,  sir — pardon  what  I  say. — I  rave 
— my  thoughts  stray  and  wander  with 
fleeting  life. — Turn  not  away  !  My  mo- 
tive,— my  love, — my  agony — will  no  one 
hear  me?  Speak  to  me^  spirit  of  Mor- 
rice ! — are  you  against  me  ?" 

She  paused  a  moment  :  then,  half  ris- 
ing, with  a  convulsive  motion,  she  clenched 
her  hands,  and  shrieked — ^^  It  is  in  vain  ! 
— I  cheat  myself, — and  my  destiny  is  rent 
eternally  from  his. — May  the  curse  of  a 
lost  spirit — and  a  broken  heart — be  on 
them  that  have  caused  this ! — The  strug- 
gle is  over — I  am — dust ! 
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